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field marshaVs baton in every knapsack"^ 


The man who has the knack of leading others can 
write his own price ticket. 

Universities usually do not offer courses in leadership. 
Too often it has to be learned the hard way. I spent 
nearly a quarter of a century in universities and never 
saw a course in leadership listed, but I have had some 
splendid teachers in the valuable art of leading. 

Many of these teachers wxre in shops and factories 
where I did consulting work. They had learned how to 
handle others the way most people have to learn it— by 
observations in the University of Daily Life. 

In recent years I have been telling people all over the 
United States and Canada what I learned from these 
teachers. Foremen and executives, salesclerks and sales 
managers have listened to these stories of leadership. 

“I had never realized the importance of little things 
or bothered with them,” they have written me after- 
ward. ^‘It took your stories and experiences to make me 
do something to apply the principles. I wish you At^ould 
put those stories in a book.” 

This is the book. It is not at all technical, but it gets 
at the heart of human relations and leadership . . . and 
I hope it gets hold of your heart. 

Some of the incidents and rules given in this book 
have appeared in articles published in Boston Business, 
Connecticut Industry, Tcnnily Circle, Kiwanis Magazine, 
Supervision, and Your Life. I am indebted to their editors 
for permission to include the material, in revised form. 




Extract from the Mcnmal of the Royal Canadian Air Force. (Included, by special permission, from 
the Manual of the Royal Canadian Air Force. This does ?wt imply sponsorship of this book or 

concurrence uith its opinions by the R.C.A.F.) 
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Ask questions to ivin cooperation 


I f you are expecting something complicated, change 
your mind. 

The secrets of handling people are simple and obvious 
when we get down to essentials. Consider, for instance, 
how the Butler firm got its toughest competition. 

A young boy went to work for the firm, direct from 
high school. He was put in the shipping room, where he 
could learn something about the company’s finished 
products. His job was packing unfinished castings into 
heavy wooden boxes. 

The castings had rough edges and had to be handled 
with leather gloves. Since the raw edges would soon 
wear through gloves and into knuckles, sticks were used 
to tamp down the straw that was placed around the cast- 
ings to prevent joggling. Young White wore out a 
couple of tamping sticks a day and had to cut new ones 
out of scrap lumber. 

One afternoon he was leaning against a shipping Case, 
whittling a smooth handle on a new tamping stick. The 
new plant superintendent came in on his first visit to the 
shipping department. 

The new superintendent was an efficiency expert and 
was making the shop hum. He was so new in the plant, 
however, that he still had lots to learn about it— the use 
of tamping sticks, for instance, or how to lead people. 
When he saw young White sitting and whittling, the 
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2 TO WIN COOPERATION 

superintendent glared at the lad. His eyes narrowed to 
angry slits, and he nodded his head threateningly. 

The boy jumped to his feet, to tell about his tamping 
stick. But the superintendent spoke first. 

“So you think you can get by with loafing and whit- 
tling on the job, just because nobody ever comes into the 
shipping room,” he said coldly, “You’re fired— right 
now. Get out! ” 

Twenty years later White told me of this experience. 
His face flushed and he fairly boiled as he repeated the 
superintendent’s “Get out!” 

White is now running Butler’s strongest competitor. 
He makes it as tough as possible for that company, for 
he is still hopping mad at the one-time efficiency man. 

“If I have any secret of managing men,” White told 
me, “I learned it that afternoon, in Butler’s shipping 
room. That unjust treatment burned into my soul the 
importance of asking questions, of getting information 
instead of jumping to conclusions, especially unfavor- 
able conclusions, about my men. 

“I ask so many questions,” and he smiled at this, “that 
a couple of years ago, when our foremen’s club put on 
a gridiron dinner, they had a man take me off. They 
called him the Human Question Mark; all he did was 
ask questions. It was a good take-off of me, all right. 

“I didn’t mind it at all, since it was done in a friendly 
spirit. And the men know that my questions prevent 
a lot of needless trouble. If that new superintendent 
at Butler’s had asked me why I was whittling he would 
have learned something about the business, and chances 
are I might still be working 'with him right now. 

“It helps in lots of ways, this asking questions. When I 
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have a man who doesn’t seem to be too certain of him- 
self, who needs to have his confidence raised a bit, I ask 
for his opinion on something. It’s amazing how that 
seems to set him up. 

“Then, too, it works with fellows who are not co- 
operative, perhaps a bit on the ornery side. I ask them 
to do me a little favor. Last week, for instance, I asked 
a fellow who was getting out of line if he’d witness my 
signature on my driver’s license application. It was a 
simple little thing, but he’s a changed man in his attitude 
toward me now. I study quite a bit to figure up little 
favors to ask of someone who seems to be getting his 
back up at me.” 

“It worked in selling, too, this asking questions. I was 
on the road a couple of years, to learn all angles of the 
business. I dreaded doing this, for I’m not cut out for 
sales work. And I was making a good failure of it, until 
I took some time out to analyze what was wrong with 
me. 

“I got hold of something by John Paterson— you 
know, he built up the National Cash Register Co. from 
practically nothing. He told his men not to try to sell 
on the first call— or on the second, either— until they 
had asked enough questions to know how their products 
could be best used by the firm. 

“So I started asking our customers questions, instead 
of telling them how rapidly we were growing. You 
know, when I stopped doing most of the talking and 
just used suitable, sensible questions, the customer began 
to talk and the orders came to me. 

“Several customers told me, in fact, that they liked 
the way I sold them, didn’t use high pressure, and 
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seemed to know what they needed. If I hadn’t asked 
the questions, I’d have never known when they were 
ripe to buy. I landed some of our best customers that 
way— got them away from Butler— and they are still 
with us after ten years.” 

“But it is in handling complaints and grievances that 
asking questions pays the biggest rewards. You know, 
there is always a lot more to the grievance than the com- 
plainer usually talks about. You’ve got to get at the 
bottom of things, and nothing beats asking sensible, 
friendly questions to get at the facts. 

“We had a grievance meeting last week, for instance, 
over a job classification that was supposed to be too low. 
After some questions I found the men thought it should 
be rated higher because their supervisor, a conscientious 
young engineer, was watching them so closely that they 
had mistakenly concluded their job required more skill 
and training than was the case. 

“When someone comes in all riled up, I find the best 
way to get him cooled off is to ask questions. I first 
found this out when my oldest girl was just a kid. 
She’d come running home, crying mad, to tell what 
someone had done to her. I’d ask where they had been 
playing, who was there, and how she liked the game, and 
she’d forget her angry tears and excitedly tell me about 
her play. You’d scarcely think a person could change 
so quickly. 

“I’ve had foremen come in so mad they could scarcely 
see, wanting an O.K. to fire someone. By asking ques- 
tions and gradually steering them away from their gripe, 
most of them go back to the department and seem to 
forget the gripe, and that’s one reason why we have low 
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turnover of help. Then, you know, thinking ahead about 
the next question to ask keeps me so busy that I don’t 
have a chance to catch their anger myself. It’s a good 
way to keep cool.” 

Self-made White, who is an unusually capable leader 
of men, might have added that asking questions helps get 
better results in business deals, too. Thomas A. Edison 
learned this accidentally, early in his career. Business- 
men who were interested in buying one of his first in- 
ventions called on him. He had expected to get, possibly, 
a few thousand for his invention. They asked him what 
he wanted for it. 

Edison was about to mention the figure he had in 
mind, when, for some reason he did not understand, he 
asked, “Well, how much will you pay?” 

The top-hatted men glanced at each other, and the 
spokesman mentioned a price many times what Edison 
had in mind. 

Thenceforth Edison never told prospects how much 
he wanted but asked what they would give. 

Bear that in mind when your prospective employer 
wants to know the salary you expect. 

As an aid in starting a conversation, try using ques- 
tions, not questions such as “Are you comfortable?” 
which are answered by a single word, after which the 
topic is closed. Ask questions that will get the other 
fellow started on a story, such as: 

“What was your first job? ” 

“How did you manage during the fuel shortage?” 

“What was the most frightening experience you ever 
had?” 
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Talk never dies down when someone knows how to 
ask questions that get others relating some experience. 

The right questions are first aid for the tongue-tied. 
Just ask questions so that others do most of the talking, 
and they will be telling their friends what a wonderful 
conversationalist you are— because you had them do 
most of the talking. 

I was at a meeting recently at which an aerial gunner 
was the guest of honor. He had been in the thick of it in 
Pearl Harbor and at the battles of Midway and the 
Solomons. He had drifted for days on the ocean, after 
Jap Zeros had shot down his plane. 

He had been decorated for bravery. But he lost his 
bravery when he had a chance to talk to an eager group 
of sympathetic listeners. He would rather face a squad- 
ron of Jap fighter planes than the innocent little micro- 
phone of the public-address system. 

For a few seconds, which seemed like quarter hours, 
the returned hero tried to think of something to say. He 
would have given anything to be back floating, hungry 
and scorched, on a life raft, away from that crowd— a 
bad case of stage fright. 

“That’s fine!” the chairman said as he came to the 
hero’s rescue beside the microphone. “What friendly 
things did the natives do for you after they rescued you 
from the raft?” 

When you have to give a talk, you may not have a 
friendly chairman to come to your rescue. But you will 
not need one if you ask yourself questions, in front of 
everybody, and then answer them. 

Don’t bother to write out a speech. You’ll probably 
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give a better talk if you jot down some questions, then 
answer them one by one, as you would in conversation. 

This is a positive book. We are interested in what 
people should do to be better leaders of others— and of 
themselves. The wrong things we shall mention seldom. 
It’s better to keep our minds on the best ways. From 
time to time, however, it is wise to give passing mention 
to possible pitfalls. In asking questions, for instance: 

Don’t pry into personal affairs. 

Don’t ask questions unless you are pretty certain the 
person addressed can answer them. 

Don’t ask questions that seem to cross-examine. 

Don’t ask in an antagonizing way— make it friendly 
conversation. 

Don’t ask questions to show off yourself— ask those 
that help the other fellow show off. 

You should know about reverse questions. They are 
the ones to use when questions are directed to you. An 
inexperienced salesman, for example, was making the 
common error of answering customers’ questions com- 
pletely so that the sales interviews died on first base. 

“Which pattern do you think I should get?” the cus- 
tomer would ask. , 

Now a smart leader would reverse that question and 
lot try to answer it himself. He would reverse it— turn 
t bade, to the asker— by saying: 

“Well, let me see, what will you be using it for?” 

Edison learned early, as we have seen, to reverse 
questions. When asked how much he wanted for an 
invention he replied, “What will you offer me?” 

In football terms, let the other fellow carry the ball 
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while you direct the plays by reversing questions for 
him to answer. 

Benjamin Franklin was an inveterate question asker 
and adept in reversing questions. So was Socrates. So are 
most leaders. Bosses tell them— leaders ask them. 

Many people inwardly resent being told what to do. 
They usually carry out the orders, but halfheartedly. 
They get their work done, but not in a spirit of co- 
operation. This is frequently because of the way they 
have been told what to do or how to do it. 

Oscar, who was chuck-full of good ideas for his com- 
pany, did not realize this fact as he presented one idea 
after another to his boss. The boss listened, looked wise, 
thanked him coolly— and none of Oscar’s suggestions 
were put into effect. 

Then Oscar learned about using questions. He 
changed his way of presenting ideas. “What would you 
think,” he would ask the boss, “of making a window dis- 
play of game sets along with tables on which to use the 
games?” 

The boss took to the suggestions when they were 
given in that form, although he had turned many of 
them down when Oscar had said directly, “We ought 
to display these two together.” 

Bosses, after all, are just as human as the rest of us, 
and we have to use leadership with them as well ajLy^ith 
those working for us. 

And in handling those who work for us, a question 
is often better than a direct order or suggestion. People 
who have worked for Owen D. Young, of General 
Electric Company, for instance, claim he never gave 
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orders. He would ask, “G)uld you do this?” or “Could 
we get out a report on this by the end of the week? ” 

This made people feel they were working with him, 
not for him. It got cooperation and not resentment. 
They weren’t being bossed too obviously. 

Young bosses, especially, are likely to err in being too 
direct in their orders. Ask your subordinates, rather than 
tell them, and you will get better results in four instances 
out of five. 

A trouble shooter in labor relations has an amazing 
record of getting at the bottom of things. He discovers 
reasons for trouble that had never been suspected. One 
simple question produces these almost miraculous results. 
After he has heard a person’s story through he nods his 
head in understanding agreement, then he says, “and, in 
addition to that—?” 

There is usually a pause until the complainer resumes. 
Until this “magic question” is asked, the complaints usu- 
ally deal with vague things. But asking “and, in addition 
to that?” brings out things the complainer was almost 
ashamed to mention but which really were at the bot- 
tom of the trouble. 

When you have trouble to deal with, or a disgruntled 
or complaining person to handle, end by asking that 
magic question. 

It helps in sales, too. A young life insurance salesman 
had a large policyholder who wanted to lapse the policy. 
The policyholder said his status had changed so that he 
no longer needed the insurance, and that vague answer 
seemed to be the end of it. But Dick recalled the magic 
question, and asked, “and. in addition to that?” The 



10 TO WIN COOPERATION 

man who wanted to lapse his policy hesitated, but Dick 
kept quiet. 

Then the man told about his domestic troubles— his 
wife was getting a divorce. This meant he would no 
longer want the policy to provide for her. Knowing 
the real reason for the lapse, Dick was able to show how 
the policy could be converted into an endowment policy 
to provide for comforts in the man’s middle years. He 
would probably never have learned this, until too late, 
without asking that magic question. 

The same labor trouble shooter has another question 
of magical value. AVhen the interview seems finished, he 
tilts back in Itis chair, as if settling down for a long, 
comfortable period, and asks, “What do you like best 
about your boss?” Sometimes he asks what the man 
likes best about the firm or his particular job. 

This ends the interview in a constructive fashion. The 
man who was complaining an hour before is now briefly 
telling himself, as well as the labor relations man, that 
there are good points after all. It lets him leave the in- 
terview in a constructive, cooperating frame of mind. 
This question lets the men sell themselves. 

Many salespeople have learned that the man they can’t 
sell can sell himself. A young soap salesman came up 
against the sourest man in his new terrritory. The sales- 
man did not know that for years this grocer had a hatred 
for his firm that bordered on the abnormal. So -young 
William Wrigley, Jr., innocently walked into the store 
to sell this obstreperous proprietor a big order of soap. 

“You and your company can go jump in the river,” 
was the grocer’s cheerful statement. 

Wrigley started to shut his kit. 
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“Well, you know a lot about soap and how to sell it,” 
he said to the grocer. “Fm a new salesman and wish you 
would give me some pointers. What do you think I 
should say to other grocers to sell my soap?” 

As he saw the grocer’s face soften, he opened the kit 
again. 

“Young feller,” the grocer started, and continued for 
fifteen minutes. Customers waited in the store while 
the grocer told Wrigicy how to sell his soaps. And, of 
course, as the grocer talked, he sold himself on the soap. 

Young Wrigley left with an order for several months’ 
supply of soap— which the grocer had sold himself. 

The great sales record of one of our popular-priced 
automobiles was reached partly because of the instruc- 
tions that were given all salesmen, time and time again. 
They were told to ask the customers questions that 
would make the prospects sell themselves. 

When the customers were examining the upholstery 
the salesman would ask, not “Don’t you like its feel?” 
but “What do you like most about the interior of the 
car?” 

The best way to talk a person into cooperating is to 
let him talk himself into a cooperative mood by asking 
the right questions. , 

A group of life insurance underwriters in a Western 
city of 50,000 decided to pay for an institutional cam- 
paign for insurance estates in their local newspapers. 
They used a full page in each Saturday paper. 

Each of the companies represented would gladly have 
supplied advertisements written by skilled adcraftsmen. 
But they decided to use a less professional type of ad- 
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vertisement, and have each one written by an outstand- 
ing local citizen. 

The citizen’s picture was reproduced along with his 
message exhorting his townspeople to provide for the 
future. Lawyers, bankers, businessmen, architects, engi- 
neers vied with one another, as each poured his heart 
and soul into the advertisement he wrote. 

The insurance men who paid for the expensive cam- 
paign say it helped sell only a few small policies, not 
enough to pay the costs. But they didn’t care, for the 
entire cost, and then some, was borne by the man who 
wrote the first advertisement in the series. 

He was the editor of the newspaper, a man in late 
middle life. He had owned for years what he thought 
was a reasonable amount of insurance. But after think- 
ing about insurance as he wrote his advertisement, he 
went to his underwriter and ordered an additional $100,- 
000 policy. 

Many of the other locally important men, who 
thought they were well insured, also increased their 
holdings after writing the advertisement— they sold 
themselves. 

Recently I took a trip of several thousand miles into 
the great northwestern wheat states. I told one group of 
businessmen about the experiences of Mr. White and 
others, asking questions to help human relations. The 
next noon a sales manager for a farm-implement manu- 
facturer asked me to lunch. 

“That dope about asking questions seemed so ele- 
mentary,” he said, “that I wondered why a man of your 
standing would spend so much time on it.” 

Before I could get uneasy, or ask a question, he smiled. 
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“I changed my mind this forenoon,” he went on. “A 
big rancher came in from about 90 miles east of us. He 
was madder than hades because priorities kept us from 
making deliveries when our salesman had promised. He 
insisted on seeing me and was raising a disturbance in the 
outer office. 

“When he came in, he started giying me ‘Hail, Co- 
lumbia.’ He was so cussed abusive, as I guess only a 
farmer can be, that I began to get mad myself. I was 
about ready to throw him and his business out of the 
second-story window, when I suddenly thought of the 
way that efficiency man got mad at the kid whittling 
on the stick. So I decided to ask him some innocent 
questions. 

“ ‘Let’s see,’ I started in, ‘your place is on the north 
side of the highway, with the cottonwood trees around 
it, isn’t it? ’ 

“Then I got him to tell me how they raised the tim- 
bers for his big barn, about his two boys in the army. 
And when he left, you’d never guess— he’d forgotten all 
about his peeve and invited me out for Sunday dinner. 

“So your lunch today is on the mad farmer who is 
treating me to a big meal and is now a cooperative cus- 
tomer, because I took your advice and asked questions 
when my inclination was to talk back. As I look back 
now. I’ve lost a lot of sales, and some employees, because 
I didn’t ask enough sensible questions.” 

I thought it was the psychological moment to ask a 
question myself. 

“I’ve to be in North Battleford tomorrow night,” I 
told him. “It is only 110 miles, but it takes ten hours 
on the accommodation train. I wonder if one of your 
men is driving that way tomorrow?” 



14 TO WIN COOPERATION 

“I have some calls to make up there sometime,” he 
answered, “and might as well go up tomorrow myself.” 

“But, say,” he continued after a thoughtful pause, 
“What are you asking a favor of me for? I’m not sore 
at you!” 

Ask people for their opinions, to help their self-confi- 
dence. 

Ask them for favors, to arouse their cooperativeness. 

Answer their question by turning it back to them. 

Ask them “and, in addition to that?” to get to the 
bottom of things. 

Try giving orders in the form of questions to keep 
cooperation. 

Make suggestions to the boss in the form of questions. 

Ask questions that will let people talk themselves into 
a cooperative attitude. 


Ask Questions to nvin cooperation. 
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Be brief to clear tip troubles 

H odge’s store was still open at ten o’clock, and I 
stopped in for some refreshments to take home. 
I always find some excuse to stop in at this store, 
where genial Hubert Hodge has been on the job for 
more than half a century. He purveys wit and wisdom 
as well as drugs and sundries. 

There is a pay telephone in the front of the store, but, 
being a Scotchman and a Yankee, I wanted to .save a 
nickel. “May I use your own phone for a local call?” I 
asked. “I want to see if they need something at home.” 

“Sure, Donald my boy. It’s right back there where 
we mix prescriptions.” 

The folks at home did want something, more than I 
had expected, since company had dropped in. 

As Mr. Hodge was giving me the change, an em- 
barrassing thought occurred to me. 

“I saved five cents by making a free phone call,” I 
said, “but that free call is costing me $2.40.” > 

He smiled as he clicked the cash register shut. 

“Well, when Mr. Barton was teaching me the drug 
business fifty years ago,” and his entire face was a 
smile, “one of the first things he taught me was that you 
can’t catch a fish unless you let him open his mouth.” 

I was reminded of this homely wisdom while sitting in 
during the discussion of a minor labor dispute. The 

IS 
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TO CLEAR UP TROUBLES 


conference was only making the differences worse. The 
two groups were getting together like two cats at one 
dish of milk. 

It began to look as though a minor problem might be- 
come a major issue, as often happens. Inexperienced men 
represented the management side of the controversy. 
They had prepared their case thoroughly and were do- 
ing most of the talking. They apparently figured on 
talking the others into giving up. 

The workers, who had the grievances, could scarcely 
get a word in edgewise. They were eager to tell their 
story, which they had probably rehearsed the night be- 
fore. But now they couldn’t use it. 

Nerves became taut, faces set. Obviously a recess was 
in order to air the smoke out of the room and to ease 
the tension. 

During the recess I told the foreman and superintend- 
ent of my experience with Mr. Hodge’s telephone. They 
laughed, agreeing it was a good joke on me. 

“But maybe the joke will be on this meeting,” I said. 
“This conference is bogged down. One of the hardest 
jobs in human relations is to keep quiet and listen to 
the other fellow. Those chaps haven’t had a chance to 
talk. They’re itching to tell their story. It might be a 
good idea, when we resume, to try being brief and let 
the other fellows do most of the talking.” 

When the meeting resumed the management was 
brief. The others at last had a chance to talk themselves 
out. The electric tension cleared. The complaining 
workers told their story in full, a couple of times at 
least. They felt much better as soon as they had told it. 
Management won more by being brief than by trying 
to monopolize the meeting. 
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A dignified bishop occupied the section across from 
me on a recent three-day train ride. Strangely enough, 
one of his parishioners was on the same train. She was 
an attractive brunette, returning home at the end of her 
junior year at college. She was pretty, but some pre- 
occupation made her face dull, expressionless. 

The second day out she exposed her problem to the 
bishop, seeking his sage counsel. I pretended to take a 
nap, partly to give the girl the impression of privacy 
she desired but, to be honest, mostly to listen in on 
something that was none of my business. I was interested 
to hear a bishop in action outside a pulpit. 

The bishop had a stentorian voice. There was no diffi- 
culty hearing his private conference above the clatter of 
the train. 

Her parents wanted the girl to stay in college. She 
wanted to enlist in the woman’s auxiliary of the army, 
right away. Did the bishop think she should heed the 
call of her parents or of her country? It was a tough 
spot for the bishop. 

What she really wanted to do, as I learned later in 
the day, was to tell the bishop how she disagreed vio- 
lently with her parents’ wishes for a social life— she 
wanted to do something useful, exciting, dramatic. But 
the bishop did not help her solve her dilemma, because 
he had a very human failing. 

He did the talking. 

For an hour and a half he talked against the rattle of 
the train. He lectured about obligations to one’s parents. 
He preached about the fickleness of college girls’ 
minds. He pictured the temptations of an attractive girl 
who was surrounded by soldiers. 

Poor girl! She hardly got in a word edgeways. The 
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bishop was wound up. And he left the girl more per- 
plexed than ever, for she had not had a chance to un- 
burden herself. 

It was fate that crowded the dining car that evening, 
so that the steward had to seat me at a small table, oppo- 
site her. She gave a hasty look of recognition at my 
whiskers and continued nibbling her salad. I did not 
wish a worried, silent dinner companion, so I practiced 
asking questions and being brief. 

I asked about the class pin she wore, and she told me 
about her college. Yes, she had just completed a course 
with Professor Blank, a friend of mine at her college. 

Her face brightened. She was talking now, about 
things in which she was interested. She had an audience 
—of one— listening intently. She had wanted to talk for 
days. 

Then I told her, briefly, of the high regard my son 
had for the young women who do ground-crew work in 
the Royal Air Force, how he had joined the force un- 
beknown to me, but how proud I had been of him. 
There was a natural temptation to show his picture and 
tell her about some of his ferry and bombing expe- 
riences, but, no, be brief, Laird— let the other person 
talk. 

When I mentioned women in the service her face 
clouded momentarily. We were both silent for what 
seemed a long time. Then she began to talk about her 
problems, hesitatingly at first, then eagerly, with a rush 
of words. She told me, a stranger, what she had wanted 
to tell her bishop. But now she had a listener who was 
being brief— friendly, but brief. 

She told about her sweetheart, an engineering student, 
now a prisoner of war in Hong Kong and his fate un- 
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known. She had not told the bishop this, yet it was the 
reason for her keen desire to enter service herself. There 
is no arguing with an impelling reason like that. 

She told the stranger the problem she had with her 
parents. 

I listened through a second pot of tea. She became 
radiant as she talked on and on. The clouds lifted from 
her face. It was a beauty treatment, just to have someone 
listen for once. 

I knew she had reached a decision but did not ask 
what it was. Yet I feel certain what she decided and ad- 
mire her for it. 

Her decision was not my concern. But I was glad to 
help a distraught girl find peace within herself. The best 
way is to be brief and to listen. It is a temptation to give 
vent to one’s own opinion and consider the matter 
settled. That never settles it. 

The bishop undoubtedly knew theology. He was 
weak in humanology. 

Edgar was born with a silver spoon in his mouth, but 
he survived the handicap. He inherited control of a 
large factory before he was thirty. It was a man-sized 
burden, and he carried it like a man. Things w'ent along 
beautifully until employees and townspeople, in a burst 
of enthusiasm, elected him burgess of the small Penn- 
sylvania city. 

The first Friday in each month, grievance day was 
held in the city hall. It was then that taxpayers spouted 
about their troubles to the burgess. The foreign-bom 
even brought their home troubles, complaints about a 
husband’s infidelity, for instance, which were not ex- 
actly city business. 
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It was these Friday night “blowoff” sessions that 
made Edgar haggard. As a conscientious young man he 
tried to placate each complainer by giving the city’s side 
of the case. That merely made the complainers shout 
more loudly or give forth personal invective. Thus 
Edgar was thoroughly, but unintentionally, arguing 
each one into a worse frame of mind. The complainers 
loft, unsatisfied, sore at the burgess. They began to turn 
against the factory, too. 

Edgar realized this was harmful for the business and 
for his family. He could think of no way out except to 
resign his public office. But one Friday night he acci- 
dentally discovered a way out. 

He was particularly tired, and the stuffy air and glar- 
ing light of the hearing room made him drowsy. A for- 
eign woman, shawl over her head, was voicing her com- 
plaints. She was difficult to understand. As she talked 
she became excited and talked so rapidly as to be unin- 
telligible. Edgar did not stop her. He had gone to sleep 
in his chair. Fortunately the woman did not notice the 
burgess was asleep, but others did and hid grins behind 
their hands. 

When Edgar awakened, he pulled himself together 
and started to clear his throat. 

“Oh! Thank you! Thank you!” she said, bowing al- 
most to the floor in front of him. “You are a good 
burgess. You have help me.” 

No one knew what her complaint had been. But 
Edgar won the decision by sleeping through it. He had 
been unusually brief, and she had talked herself out of 
the argument. 

For the balance of that term, and his next two terms. 
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he just sat solemn on these once-dreaded Friday nights, 
and let the complainers talk themselves out. 

His amusing experience taught him that we can often 
win an argument by being brief, and listening. 

During the Second World War, Edgar was assigned 
to handle the troublesome problem of helping small 
manufacturers who did not have facilities for war pro- 
duction and who might be forced out of business. This 
was a job that could have plenty of headaches for every- 
one concerned. 

But he remembered the lesson of his nap that amusing 
Friday night. 

The small-manufacturer situation in Edgar’s zone was 
handled with fewer headaches than anywhere else in the 
country. You probably saw his picture in the newspap- 
ers and trade journals and read the wo.rds of praise his 
accomplishments merited. 

When I saw it, I thought of the old lady with her 
shawl— and Edgar asleep. 

That sleep woke him up to the importance of being 
brief, and listening, when leading people. 

Be brief in striking a bargain, too. Accidents have 
taught many the dollars-and-cents value of brevity 
when a deal is being made. Gracie Allen and Geo'fge 
Bums, for instance. They were a moderately well paid 
vaudeville team when they appeared as guest stars on a 
radio program. 

They were an instant hit, and a talent scout wanted to 
sign them up at once. He olfered them $750 to appear 
on another radio program. That sum left Bums and 
Allen speechless. Bums gulped, stared at the scout, and 
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said, “How much?” He could scarcely believe his ears 
and could think of nothing more to say. 

“Oh, well,” said the scout, “we can do better— but not 
a cent more than $1,000.” 

Remember that when you ask the boss for a raise. 

Samson killed ten thousand with the jawbone of an 
ass. Today many talk themselves out of promotions with 
the same weapon. 

Be brief in conversation. Keep your stories short; 
don’t drag them out. Skip a lot of the details you might 
want to include. Make each a short short story. It is the 
timing— coming to the punch, or the end, quickly and 
almost unexpectedly— that keeps people interested. 

If you cannot interest others in what you say, you 
may be fairly certain that you are taking too long to say 
it. Make it brisk, not long-winded. Most of us are more 
long-winded than we realize. I had to learn this the hard 
way. Now I don’t bore audiences because I have notes 
for many more things than I can possibly say in the 
time allotted. So I have to breeze through the meat of 
the talk and have no time to pick daisies or cut paper 
dolls by the wayside. 

Being brief keeps conversation interesting. If vou 
want the minute details, read a book. 

I was talking with a magazine editor about an idea 
for an article. He was definitely interested. 

“How long would you make it,” he asked me, “and 
how much would it be worth?” 

“About 3,000 words would be adequate to tell the 
story,” I said and mentioned what I thought was a fair 
price. 




WALTER S. GIFFORD has fifteen million customers. Born in historic 
Salem, Mass., he went to work as an office clerk in Chicago with the 
Western Electric Co., at the age of nineteen-against his father’s advice. 
When he was forty he became president of the American Telephone and 
Telegraph Co. and thereby head of the Bell System. Quiet, cheerful, and 
thoughtful, he has a genius for organizing facts and making simple sense 
out of mountains of figures. Under his leadership the talking range of 
Bell telephones has been extended around the world. 

It is important in a conference that everyone be ^ven an opportunity to 
talk at length, that ideas expressed he listened to with tolerance by 
Walter S. Gifford. 


HORTENSE M. ODLUM tripled the volume of business of Bonwit 
Teller, New York, women’s specialty store, in four years. Gray -eyed 
pioneer daughter from the Rocky Mountains with no experience in mer- 
chandising, she joined the store when its business had been slipping seri- 
ously. First as adviser, then as president, she had lots of enthusiasm and 
no preconceived ideas. She stimulated the employees and set out to ask 
the customers what they wanted to buy and how they wanted it sold to 
them. Mrs. Odium is author of “A Woman’s Place” and is now chairman 
of the board. During the war she ran a Red Cross unit. 

Forget the almighty dollar and think in terms of people. ‘-H oktesse M. 
Odlum. 


GEORGE A. BLACKMORE made the subways and railroads safer. He 
was born near Pittsburgh and went to work as an office bojr at twelve. 
While working, he took a business course at night school as well as cor- 
respondence courses. At the age of forty-five he became president of the 
Union Switch & Signal Co., and seven years later he became president of 
the Westinghouse Air Brake Co. The only things that make him forget 
business are boxing matches and fishing trips-or a detective stoiy. He 
asks questions and wins cooperation from his 12,000 employees. 

One sensible question often takes you farther than a bookful of 
ments.-Giom, A. Blackmore. 


VIVIEN KELLEMS turned a child’s puzzle into a big business. With a 
thousand dollars, imagination, and determination, this petite, brown- 
haired daughter of a Pacific Coast minister developed Kellems grips from 
the ancient woven straw puzzle tube that gripped fingers. She started 
manufacturing in a $50-a-month loft; now she has a new factory in Con- 
nectictit which doesn’t look at all like a factory, but in which 150 men and 
women are making grips ranging from big ones for handling bombs and 
giant shells down to tiny ones surgeons use to set baby’s broken finger. 
Mi^K#ems loves to sew and remodel her own clothes— and to find new 
applications for that puzzle she made into big business. 

Hwnanity will never completely free itself from recurrences of barbarism 
until women participate and collaborate equally with men in all phases 
of /iM— V ivien Kellems. 
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“Boil it down to 1 ,000 words— and we’ll pay you twice 
that figure,” was his instant reply. 

There is apparently a dollars-and-cents value in 
brevity. 

A famous redheaded actress missed a chance for a bril- 
liant marriage because she was not brief. Her suitor, 
now an outstanding sculptor, went on a picnic with her. 
His main purpose was privacy, as he was all set to pro- 
pose. 

But the redhead was wound up. She kept “upstage” 
all afternoon, and talked and talked. Actually, he did 
not get a chance to propose. After listening to her mono- 
logue, he began to wonder about the wisdom of marry- 
ing her anyway. 

They have lived happily ever after, but not together. 

I wonder how many have talked themselves out of a 
proposal? 

It was an unhappily married man, I am sure, who said 
the sculptor might as well have married the actress, as 
the picnic afternoon was a sample of any married life. 

Being brief and listening are as useful after marriage 
as during courtship. The trick is to see that each does 
his fair share of listening as well as of talking. , 

Half a dozen top-flight corporation executives at the 
Union League Club were discussing the apparent dearth 
of young men capable of taking on higher responsibili- 
ties with their firms. They agreed that there was no 
shortage of men with intelligence, who knew details of 
the businesses, who had sound ideas. 

Their problem was to discover men they could trust. 
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men who did not talk too much. Too much talking gives 
away business secrets, jams deals. 

This is what Einstein had in mind when he gave the 
formula for success as 

a: + j + 2 = success 

He said that x represented hard work, y represented 
play. Someone asked him what the 2 stood for. 

“That,” said the genius, “is the ability to keep your 
mouth shut.” 

We learn by listening, not by talking. 

When we are brief and listen, wc bolster the other 
person’s ego. 

When a situation is tense, listen. 

When someone is angry, be brief, let him talk. 

When someone is argumentative, be brief and listen 
to win the argument. 

When someone is unhappy, be brief and listen. 


Be Brief to clear up troubles. 



3 

Confident bearing to control others 


W hile still a youngster in grade school, I worked 
one summer in Harvey Morley’s print shop. 
About eight-thirty Saturday night my first week’s work 
was finished, and 1 was paid off in hard cash. It was good 
money, though there was not much of it— fifty cents. 

As I started homeward across the public square of the 
Indiana town, I saw a crowd gathered around a gas-lit 
wagon. I joined the crowd, elbowing my way to the 
edge of the platform on the back of the wagon. 

A medicine man was extolling the healing virtues of 
his sirup. He talked rapidly, seriously. He was confident 
of his product. All human ailments were helped by the 
mystic Aztec formula he claimed to have discovered in 
some Mexican excavations— so he said. He had Mexican 
souvenirs on the platform, and I never once doubted any 
of his claims. 

But I was in terribly robust health, without a pain or 
ache. So I started to leave. The “professor” pointed his 
finger at me. 

“Look at this lad,” he shouted to the audience. “The 
bloom of health is on his cheeks. I had a son like that 
myself. And then— then, one sad day he was suddenly 
stricken and taken away from me. Oh! my friends! Oh! 
If I had only known in those dark hours about this 
Aztec remedy!” 

I stopped and gulped. I concentrated on finding a sick 
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feeling somewhere, but located none. Good health 
plagued me. Yet this man was so confident of the uni- 
versal need for his concoction that I couldn’t pass up 
the opportunity of a lifetime. Anyway, I had my first 
earned half dollar burning a hole through my pocket. 

When he announced the price of his medicine, my 
heart sank; it was a dollar a bottle. But he hurriedly con- 
tinued— since he was a native Hoosier himself, he v^ould 
let us buy a bottle of the medicine, a tin of ointment, 
and his own almanac and crop forecaster, the whole lot 
for the ridiculous price of 50 cents. Not only that, but 
the first ten customers would get a photograph of him 
and his curios. 

It took a week’s wages, but I bought the assortment, 
including the picture. Before I was home, I wondered 
why I had bought the stuff. I kept it hidden for some 
time and finally threw it out, along with the photograph. 

The professor and explorer was undoubtedly a great 
liar. His dopes were likely worthless. It was not just 
small boys who were suckers for him. Mature men— 
including the mayor— bought his assortment. I was in 
good company. 

I was not a sucker because I was a small boy, but 
because I was as human as the others, even the mayor. 

The medicine man’s secret was his confident manner. 
A confident manner does things to people, to the one 
who assumes the confident manner as well as to those 
around him. 

Hesitation or timidity does things to people, too; it 
holds many back. Call it ingrown modesty, if you wish, 
but it would smell the same by any name. 

Many nitwits and incompetents get farther in the 
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world than they should, because they have heaps of con- 
fidence— or perhaps just a knack for bluffing confidence. 
Sooner or later they get beyond their depth. You know 
this type— the happy-go-lucky chap who lands good 
jobs, but can’t hold them; the woman who organizes 
some activity but can’t keep it running after it is started. 

These people who have risen higher than their brain 
power warrants, merely because they had unjustifiable 
confidence, used to annoy me, but no longer. I just wait 
for the false front to wear off as their mediocre ability 
comes through the surface. 

But it is heartbreaking to know people with real abil- 
ity who are held down because they have not learned 
the lesson of putting on a confident manner. I now de- 
liberately try to get such people mad, for a reason you 
will soon understand; perhaps you will get mad, too— at 
yourself. 

A skeptical acquaintance in the southland thought I 
overrated the need for a confident manner. He went out 
to test it. 

A Metropolitan Opera star was singing in Atlanta’s 
largest theater. Lee put on a tuxedo, went to the theater, 
and lounged around the stage door for a few minutes. He 
flicked his cigarette into the street and turned to ' the 
grizzled guard at the stage door. 

“Looks like a good crowd tonight,” Lee said as he 
walked in. 

“We always get a good house for a star like your man, 
sir,” the doorkeeper replied, touching the brim of his 
hat. 

An assumed confident manner had worked well so far. 
But inside it might be different, for the next quarry was 
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the great star himself! He was standing on the distant 
side of the stage. 

Lee did not hesitate. He saw a small parcel, picked it 
up, and rushed to the famous baritone. 

“Is everything going all right? ” Lee asked as he shook 
hands. They chatted a few minutes. Then Lee handed 
him the package and did not ask, but said confidently; 
“Hold this for me awhile,” and he left. As far as he 
knows the singer may still be holding that package! 

In serious situations an assumed confident manner 
works just as well. It has helped weather many a crisis. 
It helped George Westinghouse hold his young com- 
pany together in the panic of 1907. Receivership was 
waiting around the corner for the company, but it could 
pull through if the workers stuck by. 

So Westinghouse began to talk enthusiastically to his 
men about new machines they could make. He showed 
sketches and models, painted word pictures of the profits 
in the new ideas. This was done as much to make him- 
self feel confident during the hard times as it was to 
influence others, but it did influence others. His em- 
ployees caught his confidence and from their savings 
accounts took out enough money to tide the company 
through the crisis. 

Remember that whenever you see the name Westing- 
house on a product or in an advertisement. It would not 
be a familiar name now if Westinghouse had not as- 
sumed a confident manner back in 1907. 

When John D. Rockefeller was thirty-five years old 
a confident manner helped him expand his business on a 
shoestring. He had more assumed confidence than cash 
in those days, yet he bought up competitor after com- 
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petitor. When the price was agreed upon, he would take 
out his checkbook. 

“Shall I write a check, or do you prefer payment in 
Standard Oil Stock?” he asked them. 

Invariably, they took the shares of stock and, inci- 
dentally, made themselves richer by so doing— some- 
thing to think of the next time you are admiring the 
magnitude of Rockefeller Center in New York. 

An assumed confident manner helped a young Ten- 
nessee bank cashier. Seventeen Chattanooga banks had 
closed, and a line of depositors began to form at Tom 
Preston’s suburban bank. They wanted their money be- 
fore his small bank closed, too. 

Preston’s bank was in sound condition, but it did not 
have ready cash to pay off all the agitated depositors. So 
twenty-five-year-old Preston used the secret of a confi- 
dent manner. Most of the depositors wanted to take out 
only a portion of their deposits, but Preston insisted that 
they take out all or none— he said he didn’t want custo- 
mers who had only 40 or 50 per cent confidence in the 
bank. 

One big depositor thought Preston was bluffing but 
changed his mind when given a load of $ 1 6,000 in small 
bills to lug home. The cashier’s confident manner a? he 
stacked up the money did something to the depositor. 
He put the cash back on deposit and told the others who 
were in line they were fools to take their money out. 
The run was over! 

I wish you could know Major Harry Hurd. He is 
one of the most admirable men I have ever met and he 
has a powerful way with him. 
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He has had only two years of schooling in his entire 
life, yet he is an inspiring public speaker and a leading 
citizen wherever he is located. He went to work when 
he was a lad of ten and has worked steadily for nearly 
sixty years. 

His work nowadays requires the highest kind of 
leadership— he takes money away from people, for a 
cause. 

When a Community Chest drive bogs down some- 
where, Major Harry is sent for. M'^hen a new hospital is 
needed, the doughty little major is asked to raise the 
money. 

As a boy he went to work on the docks. Towering 
above the same docks now is a gigantic hospital, built 
with funds that he raised after highly educated people 
had failed at the job. 

One evening I asked him what one thing, more than 
any other, made him so successful in raising millions of 
dollars. He did not hesitate. The major never hesitates, 
for he is a man with a swift and confident manner. 

“When I was carrying coal and potatoes on the 
docks,” he said, “I learned how to swear. That has been 
a handicap, a habit hard to break. 

“But I also learned that I had the best results from 
others if I acted as though it were impossible for me to 
fail. I just take it for granted that the other fellow will 
do what I want. That has been an asset— and it was an 
easy habit to acquire. 

“It makes me forget my lack of education when I call 
on a university president and give him the names of ten 
men from whom we expect him to collect $5,000 apiece. 

“I never ask people if they will do it, I just confi- 
dently assume they will and thank them in advance. 
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“I’ve learned never to infect people with a doubt. 
Doubts never paid off debts. Doubts never get people 
to work with you wholeheartedly.” 

Luck has helped some people catch on to this secret 
for themselves. Walter told me recently, for example, 
how he got his first big promotion. He was foreman in 
a Cleveland metalworking factory. Business was boom- 
ing and the firm was starting a branch plant downstate. 
Some lucky foreman in the Cleveland shop would be 
assistant superintendent in the new plant. Walter did 
not think he was in line for the promotion. 

On his way to work one morning a traffic cop called 
him down. Walter was still boiling mad at the cop 
when he reached the shop. 

Me threw his coat over the back of his chair and 
started working with a zip. The general manager chose 
that particular morning to walk into Walter’s cubicle. 
A few days later Walter was called to the big office 
upstairs. 

“We have gone over the records of each foreman 
with a fine-tooth comb,” he was told. “On paper, you 
all look good. But when I visited you the other morn- 
ing, you had a forcefulness and a confidence that make 
me think you could swing the job at the new plant 
better than any of the men. The superintendent’s job 
will not be easy. He will need the strength that confi- 
dence gives in order to control others.” 

Walter chuckled as lie related this. “To think,” he 
added, “that I got the job because I was sore at a cop, 
and the boss thought it was confidence and fight. 

“But it made me think. A false show of confidence got 
me the boost, so I decided that, if I was going to make 
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good, I’d better show some real confidence. At the time, 
I didn’t have an average dose of it. But I realized I had 
to have it, so I just made some for myself and have been 
using it ever since.” 

After he got his pipe going he continued. “I never did 
see that cop again, but I’ve always wanted to, for I owe 
him a box of cigars for making me mad that morning.” 

We don’t need to get mad at someone else to have the 
determined manner that suggests confidence and begets 
confidence itself. After we have assumed the manner for 
a while, it becomes a part of us. 

We can simply get mad at ourselves for not showing 
it. 


An immigrant became assistant foreman in a large 
Buffalo plant. He would have become a foreman, but 
he fell victim to arthritis. Finally he was confined to 
bed, apparently helpless. The oldest son left college and 
went to work with a newspaper to help support the fam- 
ily. All the family plans for the future had to be can- 
celed. The cripple felt hopeless as well as helpless. 
Gloom pervaded the family and interfered with their 
work. 

A physician called a couple of times a week, but left 
no confidence. 

One day the oldest son took matters in his own hands 
and brought in another physician. 

“Your father has been receiving the right medicines,” 
he said, “except one priceless ingredient. He has been 
given vitamins and serums, but what he needs most is 
an injection of hope. He will never be better physically, 
but he can have more confidence for his future. 

“I am going to continue the same medicines but I’ll 
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have them made up in different colors so he will think 
they are different. And I am going to give him the real 
medicine he needs in the form of little white lies— and 
you must help me. You have to take the long faces off 
the relatives.” 

The next day the young physician breezed into the 
sickroom. “Let’s see you wiggle your fingers, Pop,” he 
asked. “Fine, fine,” he lied, for they would never be 
more flexible. 

“Pretty soon you can be using them,” he went on. 
“What hobbies did you used to have. Pop?” 

He had once liked to tinker with watches. Good! 
Get a tilt-top table beside the bed and get ready to go 
into the neighborhood watch-repair business. That is 
what Pop is doing now. He tasted the medicine of feel- 
ing confident about the future, and now confidence is 
his. He makes a comfortable living, confined to his bed, 
repairing watches. Confidence kept him off the human 
junk pile. 

Confidence is a good medicine. 

Back in college I earned room and board for a couple 
of years serving as janitor in a home for old women. 
Poor old Grandma Ruff used to have spells when she 
could not sleep. When insomnia got the best of her' she 
would totter down the hall to the matron’s room for a 
sleeping pill. 

One sleepless night she turned the wrong way in the 
corridor and ended up at my room, asking for a sleep- 
ing pill. I knew nothing about sleeping pills but sus- 
pected the value of a confident manner. I pulled on a 
robe and went to the kitchen, where I foimd a large, dry 
navy bean. 
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I gave her this bean in the dimly lit corridor. “This is 
bigger and more powerful than the ones you have been 
getting,” I lied to her, “so hurry to bed before you go 
to sleep standing up.” 

From that prankish night on. Grandma Ruff always 
insisted on having the big, strong sleep pills the young 
fellow gave her. They worked so much better than the 
ones that really had chemical powers to bring sleep! 

Confidence is indeed good medicine. 

Watch your letters and reports, too. They should 
keep a tone of confidence. Don’t follow the mimeo- 
graphed letter I received last week from a professional 
psychologist, who should have known better. “Few 
members seem interested,” the letter concluded. So, 
naturally, I did not attend the meeting, either. 

A young architect had been able to land only the low- 
est job with a firm of architects. With the decline in 
building he lost that and could not land another. He had 
used his last dime for bus fare to hunt for a job. He 
needed money to get home and stopped at a pawnbrok- 
er’s to pawn a |1.50 watch. 

He asked for a loan of only 10 cents on the watch, 
just enough for bus fare. After three pawnbrokers had 
turned him down he was thoroughly disgusted by their 
indifference, mad at himself over his plight. 

So it was a changed man who entered the fourth shop 
with the $1.50 watch. He was in desperation, not whin- 
ing, but determined. He pushed his watch into the 
broker’s gnarled hand and said, “Give me a dollar on 
that.” 
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“Not a penny more than 50 cents,” the broker replied 
as he started to fill out the receipts. 

Give the devil his due. For months after the Italian 
people saw the handwriting on the wall, Mussolini held 
them together and kept them fighting. He did this by his 
balcony outbursts of assumed confidence. 

If you had grasped his hand you would have realized 
that his confident manner was assumed. He has the 
handshake of a wet dishrag. 

Appear confident, not only in your words, but also in 
the firmness in which they are said. 

Have a confident handshake. 

Put on leather heels to make your step sound confi- 
dent— English soldiers have metal taps on their shoes to 
give a confident sound to the tread of their feet. 

Approach others with shoulders back, head up, chin 
forward, confident in every sinew. Stand tall, always. 

Remember these eight words: “Act as if it were im- 
possible to fail! ” 


Confide7it bearing to control others. 
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Directness to reach into people’s minds 


A roly-poly Colorado girl made a fool out of me 
during my third year of high school. She didn’t do 
it on purpose. Come to think it over, she didn’t make a 
fool out of me— I did it myself. 

I was daffy about her. Apparently she did not know 
I existed. 

So I tried dressing for her special benefit. I was bound 
to have her notice me, and favorably. One Sunday after- 
noon I borrowed a pair of white trousers from Harry 
Magee. He was considerably shorter than I, so I turned 
the cuffs down. I traded two somber neckties for one 
with brilliant yellow and red stripes. Most of the after- 
noon I lounged in this attention-demanding outfit across 
from the girl’s dormitory. But Florence did not pass by. 
On Monday I learned she had spent the week end in 
Des Moines. 

Then I tried music. I sent to Chicago for their cheap- 
est mail-order instrument, and a book of teach-yourself- 
at-home lessons. She had to pass my window three after- 
noons a week on her way to the gym. At those times I 
would stand hopefully in the wide-open window, re- 
gardless of the weather, and blow my loudest and sweet- 
est when I saw her coming. Apparently she was hard 
of hearing, and it was a long time before I liked music 
again. 

That winter she was interested in our basketball star. 

26 
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By spring I decided to give him competition and perhaps 
get some notice from Florence. I quit my surreptitious 
smoking and went into training for cross-country run- 
ning. I ran to meals, to classes, to take care of the fur- 
naces, to church. If motion caught attention, I should 
have had it. But the nearest I came to getting notice 
from her was one afternoon when her botany class was 
meeting outdoors. 

I hastily put on my running togs and trotted around 
and around the class until the instructor asked me please 
to go somewhere else. 

It was not entirely accidental that, twenty years later, 
I saw Florence in Nebraska. The once roly-poly girl 
now had a touch of middle-aged spread. But there were 
the same smile and giggle and red-tinted curls. 

We talked about our families, laughed about the old 
high-school days. She remembered how I ran circles 
around that botany class and said she was furious at the 
instructor for reprimanding me. This brought a flush 
of sedate middle-aged embarrassment to my face. 

She had actually noticed my adolescent antics! But 
yet I did not seem to make any impression on her in 
those days or attract her attention. Why? Now I could 
safely ask, and it was her turn to blush. ' 

She said I never seemed to notice her, so there. 

Never noticed her! Why, I noticed her so much I 
made myself ridiculous, but I had made the blunder of 
trying to attract attention instead of giving it. 

When I said, “Hello,” I had talked right past her. 
When she looked at me, I had glanced shyly to one side. 
I had been so self-conscious I acted half conscious. 

Notice others— and let them know it by directness. 
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I had been like one of my first bosses. AVhen he gave 
orders, no one in the gang knew to whom he was di- 
recting them. He talked right past us, out of the window 
or down the shop. 

The result was confusion confounded. Either none of 
us or all of us tried to carry out the order. Usually it 
was no one, for we naturally passed the buck and as- 
sumed the order was for the other fellow, especially if 
it was unpleasant. We had perfect alibis for stalling. 

One afternoon he shouted something about grinding 
off nibs in a hurry to five of us who were working in the 
corner. Chopper, who stammered, was easily excited. 

“W-w-w-w-ho-O? M-m-m-m-mm-mE!” Chopper 
exclaimed. 

Months of resentment over the boss’s indirect, imper- 
sonal approach to us made us break out in furious laugh- 
ter at Chopper’s startled exclamation. It became a stand- 
ing joke with us. After that, when the chief issued or- 
ders into space, ratlier than to us directly, the squad 
would shout, as one man, “W-w-who? Al-m-m-mc!” 

We broke him of the habit in a month. Insubordina- 
tion, perhaps, but it was enjoyable horseplay and made 
a better leader of him. 

It taught him not to ignore people but to talk directly 
to them. 

One of the biggest disappointments in my life, much 
greater, honestly, than being ignored by Florence (I 
found another roly-poly girl!), occurred when I first 
went to graduate school. I had chosen this school pri- 
marily because of an internationally famed scientist who 
taught there. For the first month a fussy old maid taught 



CHARLES E. WILSON reaches into the minds of his 70,000 employees. 
Born in New York City, he went to work as office boy foj^ an electric 
firm after leaving public school at the age of twelve. He picked up the 
equivalent of a technical college education “on the run” by taking night 
and correspondence courses-and tutored slower students in the courses. 
Sitting still is his hardest job, so he bends and unbends paper clips to keep 
moving during conferences. He is a natural magnet to all the youngsters 
in his neighborhood. In 1940 he became president of the General Elec* 
trie Co. 

People who fail to achieve what they wmt in life don't want it badly 
enough to do the hard work. There just akft no golden chariot that will 
take you there. Charles E. Wilson, 


GLENN L. MARTIN leads in giving wings to the world. As a six-year- 
old in Kansas he built biplane kites in the kitchen and sold them to other 
boys* He studied birds to learn the principles of flight and took courses 
in business management to prepare for sound business leadership. A 
natural mechanic, he started one of the first plane factories in an aban- 
doned church, when nineteen. At twenty-six he became president of the 
Glenn L. Martin Co., first organized in California. In 1929 he relocated 
the plant in Maryland,- where it has become one of the world’s largest 
builders of aircraft. 

Confidence--in self^ in product, in associates, and in the future-is the basis 
of progrwj^-GLENN L. Martin. 



WALTER D. FULLER provides reading for millions each week. At 
seventeen, he went to work in a small Connecticut bank. He sold copies 
of The Saturday Evening Post after hours and took correspondence 
courses to prepare for a future. At twenty-seven he was office manager 
of the Curtis Publishing Co. In 1937 he became their chief executive. He 
is a mild-mannered man, with an earnestness that has helped make him a 
leader. 

Only in America w it possible for a bench mrker of today to become m 
employer of thousands tomorrovc. There is only one reqmfment-^the 
courage to put your big idea in motion and keep it alter D. 

Fuller. 


EDWARD G. BUDD made life safer, more comfortable for millions. 
Born in a small town in Delaware, his first job was as a mechanic in the 
village machine shop. After finishing high school he became a machinist’s 
apprentice in Philadelphia, and continued his education at night school. 
The Automobile Age was just beginning and he saw the need for safety 
in automobile bodies. He built the first all-steel automobile body. His 
employers and automobile manufacturers were not interested. In 1912 he 
put all he had-his energy, his earnestness, and all his savings-into starting 
a company of his own to make all-steel bodies. Later he developed meth- 
ods for welding stainless steel, pioneered in the design and building of 
streamlined trains of stainless steel, and large-scale aviation production. 
His companies have large plants in Philadelphia and Detroit. He has 
worked tori e^^ minute of his life. ; ^ 

to depend on our manhood^ vigor, md hardihood to get along 
m the world. The big, strong, husky ones of us havenH the right to have 
p)dd muscles unless we use them. The bright, keen and aggressive ones 
hmeri^t any right to such qualities udess we me them. Work is hard-^but 
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the course for him. Then came the day when the great 
professor himself appeared. 

There was an awed hush in the room. He adjusted his 
half-moon spectacles, cleared his throat. We were on 
the edges of the seats, but he looked out of the window. 

He thumped a pack of dog-eared file cards together 
on the desk. Maybe he was going to play solitaire? Ap- 
parently he was unaware of us— admirers from afar who 
thrilled at being so close to him. 

He cleared his throat again and started to talk— from 
the file cards and right to them. Maybe he couldn’t see 
us through those half glasses? 

But wait! Now he was looking at us— no, over us at 
the ceiling. He asked a question no one could answer, 
chuckled at our ignorance, then went back to talking to 
his fistful of file cards. 

Most people felt he was intentionally ignoring them, 
so they ignored him, too. Some said he seemed to live in 
a remote world. The more caustic said he was just a 
laboratory machine, not a human being. 

But he was human and generous and helpful. He was 
unhappy because people did not warm up to him. He 
had power over otliers through his brilliant brains, his 
position, his reputation, but he lacked the power that 
really stirs people and touches oflF a loyal enthusiasmi He 
did not make the contact that reaches into people’s 
minds. 

If unhappy Professor Fritz had only been direct, had 
only looked at people, had only talked to them instead 
of past them, his influence would have been much 
greater. If he had been direct, he would have gained the 
contact with others he craved, the contact any leader 
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needs to reach into people, to be more than a machine 
issuing wisdom or orders. 

Let people know you are interested in them by look- 
ing directly at them, talking directly to them. 

Look at them intently when they are talking to you. 

Edouard inherited considerable responsibility with 
the family firm. He had a good head and went through 
the graduate school of business to train himself for 
carrying on the family trade. 

At my first meeting with him I noticed he was not di- 
rect; he talked to my watch chain or at a safety chart 
on his office wall. I thought he might be ill at case, but 
even after vv^e became well acquainted his indirectness 
persisted. His subordinates complained that he had al- 
v'ays been that way. They thought it showed he did not 
like them. 

His doting mother was rather proud of Edouard’s in- 
directness. She said it showed he was modest. She 
thought the organization was not holding together well 
because the others resented the wealth and power 
Edouard had inherited. 

They resented more the impression of aloofness that 
his indirect glance and talk suggested. They assumed he 
felt superior or wanted to ignore them. 

The tough problem was how to bring this home to 
Edouard convincingly but in a way that would not 
offend him. Then we found a way. 

Edouard thought Franklin D. Roosevelt was a great 
natural leader who would go far. But he thought Her- 
bert Hoover had a better grasp of world problems. He 
considered it a pity that more people did not follow 
Hoover. Here M^as the solution of my problem. The 
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evening before I had seen a newsreel in which both 
Roosevelt and Hoover said a few words. I attended it 
again, this time with Edouard. 

“Did the President seem to look at you?” I asked 
afterward. 

“He talked right to me,” Edouard said. “This may 
sound impossible, but he seemed to be ignoring every- 
body else and to be looking at and talking just to me.” 

“And the former president?” 1 asked, getting closer 
to my point. 

“Now that you mention it,” he replied, “Hoover 
seemed to be talking to someone in the left side of the 
balcony, like this.” 

I waited for Edouard to continue. He was still look- 
ing into the imaginary balcony. 

“Say,” he exclaimed, turning his eyes directly to mine 
for the first time, “I think I know why you wanted me 
to sec that newsreel. I’ve been talking to the left side 
of the balcony. I’ve been thinking more about what I 
was sa)'ing than about the person to whom I was talk- 
ing. Smart idea to sec that newsreel!” 

The newsreel demonstration worked V'onders with 
Edouard’s leadership. It did not improve his knowledge 
of the business, but it did give him a better understand- 
ing of the business of reaching into people’s minds by 
being direct. 

Now he thinks first about the people to whom he is 
talking and secondly about what he is saying. He talks 
directly to them and, whether he is talking or listening 
to them, looks directly at them. 

At a company dinner some time later I sat beside the 
treasurer. He preferred to look at pages of figures rather 
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than at people. He looked at the emblem in my coat 
lapel and said confidently to it; 

“This war work has certainly made a new man of 
Edouard. Not a person in the organization now but does 
cheerfully things they used to do reluctantly for him. 
The transformation is amazing. And he’ll make a lot 
better president for' the company than his father was, 
and the old man was dynamite.” 

I nodded in agreement. “It is astonishing,” I said, 
“how people seem to have added strength when they 
look othei;s in the eye.” 

His glance shifted from my lapel to the bridge of my 
nose. “I think I get your point,” he said. 

Did you ever see a man closing a million-dollar sale 
against the best competition in the country? I did, and 
I found what made him one of the top advertising sales- 
men. Other men from the big agency had worked on 
this fat account; they had wined and dined the prospect 
but they couldn’t get the pen on the dotted line. 

Then Jack went after it single-handed. His total en- 
tertainment expense was 20 cents for cigars. I was in 
Jack’s office when he showed the prospect proposed 
drawings and layouts for the advertising. The desk was 
cluttered with these and with lists of magazines in which 
he recommended they advertise. 

Jack picked up one of the proposed advertisements; 
then he explained it, talking right to the doubting pros- 
pect, not to the “ad.” He laid that “ad” down and picked 
up the next one, without taking his eyes from Mr. Mil- 
lion Dollar Prospect. 

But the pixies had done something to the stack of 
“ads.” Jack picked up the wrong “ad.” He didn’t take 
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his eyes off the prospect but talked earnestly about the 
“ad” he imagined he was holding. 

It was amusing. I grinned, but Jack and Mr. Prospect 
did not, for neither of them had noticed the error. That 
direct gaze and direct talk of Jack’s were almost hyp- 
notic. The prospect did not notice the ads and he was 
oblivious of my presence. Directness had reached into 
his mind, and he was in Jack’s power. 

You salesmen, remember that. Talk to the prospect. 
Don’t talk to the policy or product. It’s the customer 
you have to reach. 

And beware of your canned sales talk. It is poison if 
you reel it off blankly from memory. Tell it to the pros- 
pect, not to the room in general. 

Two don’t’s: 

1. Don’t try to outstare the other person. Look at his 
chin or the tip of his nose. Talk to his mouth. 

2. Don’t get too close. Two feet away is close enough 
for most people, and too close for some. Arm’s length is 
a safe all-round distance. Remember that, after they arc 
forty years old, most people see best at arm’s length and 
need special glasses to see at closer distances. 

And a verj'^ special do for married folks: 

Do look directly at your M'ife at least a time or two 
during the meal. You v ould be astonished to know how 
much of your looking has been into the plate. 

And when she asks how you like her new hat, for 
heaven’s sake look directly at it, then at her, and tell 
your prettiest lie. 

And if she doesn’t cook something especially nice for 
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the next meal, it’s because you told that white lie to the 
floor or to the ceiling. 

We can’t even tell a lie successfully unless we are di- 
rect about it! 

General Barton K. Yount, in charge of flight training 
in the Second W'orld War, stepped out of his plane at 
a field where his son was in training. A long line of dig- 
nitaries met him as he emerged from the plane, and Gen- 
eral Yount passed down the line, shaking liands with 
each. At the end of the line he paused, asked, “\\’here’s 
Bart?” 

“You just shook hands with him, General,” he was 
told. 

“Damnedest thing that could happen to a father,” he 
exclaimed. “That will teach me to look a man in the 
face when I shake his hand!” 

You think you are direct? All right, you can prove it 
if you can tell the color of the e)'cs of the last five 
people with whom you talked. 

Make it a habit to observ'c eye color. That will indi- 
rectly help you become direct. 

Directness to reach into people's vtinds. 
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Earnestness to arouse enthusiasm 


S erb developed leadership overnight, just as he lost it 
overnight years before. His regained leadership im- 
pn)ved the lives of several hundred people in one of 
those placid New England villages built around a white 
church and a green.. 

Seth had been puttering around most of his fifty-odd 
years, pretending lo run the little factory around which 
the village rcv^olved. 

It v'as a typical small plant— a tall chimney surrounded 
by a dozen antiquated punch presses and rows of greasy 
assembly benches. The adjacent pond had been made 
years before by Seth’s grandfather for water power. In 
every direction there were beautiful rolling hills— and 
inside the factory the grime of years. 

Seth had not worked hard at running the business. He 
was not exactly a loafer but certainly was not a hustler. 
He kept busy, but halfheartedly. The plant had been 
slack for years, but folks didn’t complain much; it ^ave 
some work, which was better than nothing. Folks felt 
sorry for Seth, anyway. 

It was an open secret that Seth had little use for the 
factory’s products. “Junk” was what he called the novel- 
ties his plant stamped out by the thousands. Workers 
and townspeople agreed with him, but it gave them a 
meager living. 

Like Seth, his employees were working in low gear 
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and not interested in bettering their lot. It was a sorrow- 
fully dispirited community, as so many small villages 
are. 

It had not always been so. Years before, as a young 
man, Seth had made a whirlwind start with the plant. 
He made the village hum, but for only a few years. 
Older residents say that Seth changed overnight early 
in the First World War. He had been elated over the 
birth of his first child, a son. Four days later he was 
filled with dispair at the sudden death of his wife. 

He never got back his former zest and spark. He just 
did what had to be done, and his neighbors seemed to 
understand. 

An unmarried sister came to keep house for him and 
help raise the boy. Father and son became close com- 
panions, sharing the affection that would have been the 
mother’s. 

When the Second World War broke out, the boy 
had finished engineering school and was starting to work 
with his father. The lad was cut out for factory work 
but was restless. He sometimes shuddered when he con- 
trasted the dirt, disorder, and thumping of the punch 
presses with the beautiful hills that could be seen dimly 
through the dusty windows. 

“The whole world will be as cheerless as that fac- 
tory,” he said to his father one evening, “unless we can 
stop the Nazis. They will make the world worse than 
those damned presses. I’m not doing much to help out 
here.” 

Seth knew what the boy was thinking and reluctantly 
watched him go off on active duty a few days later. The 
boy had had a second lieutenant’s training at college. 

It was soon almost impossible for the plant to get 
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metal for its novelties. Seth agreed with Washington 
that his products were not a necessity— just junk. He 
thought about munitions production but figured that 
this was out of the question with his antiquated equip- 
ment. Business almost stopped. 

lie was standing at the windows one day, watching 
the clouds above the snow-covered hills, wondering 
where his son would spend Christmas. He had ceased to 
wonder about the plant. 

The railroad station agent came in, cap in hand, with 
a telegram. Martin usually phoned the messages, but 
Seth thought the agent dropped in on his way for a 
morning cup of coffee. 

As Seth opened the wire he knew why Martin had 
carried it down through the snow: “The War Depart- 
ment regrets to infonn you that your son is missing as 
a result of an ci'.gagcmcnt with the enemy in the per- 
formance of his duty in the service of his country.” 

Seth stayed for a long time alone in his office, intent 
upon the hills and clouds. At noon he told his office- 
girl-of-all-work that he was going to Boston for a few 
days. 

At Boston he went directly to the regional procure- 
ment office and looked carefully through mimeographed 
specification and bid sheets for war wants. Why, l)ere 
were some washers the country needs, and he could 
make those on his punch presses! He found other bits 
and pieces he could make, too. 

Seth hurried back to his village. People greeted him 
with solemn faces. But it was a new Seth, with a deter- 
mined expression. Fie got his Yankee ingenuity out of 
storage and found his plant could make many war 
materials. 
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The place began to hum. The workers quickly caught 
Seth’s spirit, and the old benches and presses had to take 
it. Seth had a firmer set around his jaw, and his em- 
ployees were holding their heads higher. 

Seth also stepped in and steamed up the slow-moving 
village defense organization. Previously he had attended 
to his own business and taken no hand in community ef- 
forts. Now he was the mainspring in the village. Now 
he was working, for the first time in years, with grim 
earnestness. 

The cruel fate of missing men had unloosed an uncon- 
querable spirit that Seth had been burying under the 
junk in his plant. At last he was sold on the usefulness 
of his work— bits and pieces, but they could save other 
fathers’ sons. 

This newborn earnestness made Serb the leader he 
might have been years before. 

This earnestness— a sincere faith in the importance 
of one’s task— is a priceless ingredient among the quali- 
ties of leadership. 

It gave Seth a dynamic quality. It touched off the best 
efforts of others. It aroused their enthusiasm, for Seth 
was enthusiastic now. 

There is no leadership without sincerity, courage, and 
an enthusiasm that springs from earnestness. 

It is said that a person must be willing to accept re- 
sponsibility if he is to become a leader. The person with 
earnestness does more than accept responsibility— he 
seeks it. 

It is a dangerous thing, this earnestness. Cranks and 
crackpots usually have an abnormal amount of earnest- 
ness. So do fanatical religious organizers, proponents of 
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erratic economic schemes, instigators of labor troubles. 

In contrast, the average citizen plods along his sen- 
sible, matter-of-fact way, without earnestness and with- 
out exerting much influence. 

The fire of earnestness spreads rapidly; cults and em- 
battled groups spring up around earnest but eccentric 
people. Foolish men who have the fire of earnestness can 
lead, while levelheaded men who work halfheartedly 
cannot. 

Disappointment is the lot of those who try to lead by 
logic alone. Many take night and correspondence 
courses to get more into their heads, but to lead, they 
need something in their hearts, too. They must be en- 
thusiastic for their work, their company, their products, 
their associates, their future. 

There is no leadership without earnestness. 

Frederick’s father had been the town drunkard and 
years ago he mysteriously disappeared. To this day no 
one knows what happened to him. 

So young Fred had to go to work early in life, at 
hard physical work. At twenty-five he was disabled in 
an accident and had to quit his job. Fie gradually drifted 
into selling life insurance but did not sell much. 

Then his sister’s husband was killed in the railroad 
yards. A few years before Fred had sold him a small 
policy. That kept Fred’s sister from going through the 
hardships that, he remembered all too clearly, his 
mother had suffered after his father disappeared. 

Up to that time Fred had been selling life insurance 
to make a living, but his brother-in-law’s death made 
him begin to sell with earnestness. He no longer sold 
to make money but to bring help. 
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When a prospect teas not interested, Fred would say 
brusquely, “If you were my own brother. I’d grab you 
by the neck and drag you to the medical examiner.” 

There was nothing tactful about that, but*the earnest- 
ness did something to cynical prospects. More and more 
bought. 

“If you were my own brother” was not an idle 
phrase. It expressed Fred's sincere feelings. It means 
more to the prospects than tables of rates and cash 
values. His attitude of earnestness, not his knowledge of 
insurance laws, sold his policies. 

For many y^cars Fred sold more than a million dollars’ 
worth of insurance y'^car after year. 1 Ic became one of 
the country’s big producers because of earnestness. 

Remember that magic phrase, // you 'ivcre viy O'VM 
brother, when you want to arouse enthusiasm. 

You don’t need to say' the phrase, just act it. 

He had ideas that made him unpopular \\'ith his own 
political party, but Abraham Lincoln had an earnestness 
that enabled him to outride opposition, to outdebatc the 
educated orators of his time, to hold the country to- 
gether through one of its greatest and longest crises. 
Without earnestness, would he have been more than 
an Illinois country lawy'er? 

Without earnestness would he hav'e been able to lead 
himself? 

He failed in business as a young man, but worked 
seventeen years to pay off the debts. 

When he first ran for Congress he was beaten. 

Then he was turned down when he tried to get a job 
in the land office. 
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Next he was snowed under when he ran for the 
Senate. 

Then he lost the nomination for Vice-president. 

And was again beaten when he ran for the Senate. 

But he was not defeated as long as he kept his earnest- 
ness. 

lie was no smoothie, just an “Illinois Ape,” his ene- 
mies said. Bur with earnestness in abundance, appearance 
docs not count. 

Remember the story of Lincoln when you need to 
give yourself another injection of earnestness. 

The leader has to overcome opposition continually. 
There is nothing like earnestness to win others to your 
side, to win a following. 

One of my most promising students made the mis- 
take of going into the wrong business. He had many 
offers in his senior year at college and took the one 
that offered the largest pay check. It was a patent-medi- 
cine firm m Iiosc products he considered a harmless joke. 

But the joke was no longer harmless when he had to 
apologize for his firm or try to laugh away attacks on 
it by federal and medical bodies. The big pay soon 
seemed sour. 

His bride wanted him to stay with the company only 
long enough to save up a good nest egg. But unexpected 
illness cut into the nest egg, and a baby daughter, also 
une.xpected, made it more difficult to save. 

Gene stayed on longer than he wanted to, and the 
longer he stayed the less heart he had for his work. His 
brilliant promise was changed into mediocre perform- 
ance. His faith in himself began to slump along with 
his declining faith in the business. 



52 TO ENTHUSE OTHERS 

Then he had some good luck. He was fired. Stunned 
at first, Gene looked for counsel. He agreed he should 
be in something that he felt, from the bottom of his 
heart, to be worth while. 

In his thrifty Scotch way he had always admired the 
work of savings and loan associations, so he went to 
work for one, at the bottom of the ladder and at a frac- 
tion of his previous salary. Five years later he was assist- 
ant manager of the association and one of the leaders 
in his small city. He had achieved earnestness. 

Fate brought earnestness back to Seth. 

Luck got it back for Gene. 

Every leader gets it, somehow, somewhere. 

Some leaders pretend to have it until they find the real 
article. 

It was no pretense with Olaf. A Norwegian immi- 
grant, he took a Y.M.C.A. night course in public speak- 
ing to help him learn English. At the close of the course 
six members were chosen for a public competition. Olaf 
was among the six, because the director wanted to de- 
monstrate the progress that the foreign-bom can make. 

Olaf’s English was still badly bent, but Olaf’s earnest- 
ness was straight as an arrow. 

He was to speak on the invasion of his native Norway, 
which had taken place only a few months before the 
contest, a topic that gave him added earnestness. 

He started his talk in peculiar English, but with old- 
fashioned earnestness. He talked faster. He began to 
thresh his arms around. He could not think of English 
words fast enough to keep up with his mounting earnest- 
ness, so he lapsed into Norwegian without knowing it— 
and the audience scarcely noticed it, either. 
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Olaf was supposed to talk for five minutes. Though 
not a person understood a word he said after the first 
minute, the chairman let Olaf go on for twelve minutes. 

Olaf’s speech, which no one understood, got the prize. 

He held audience and judges in the palm of his hand 
by the power of earnestness. 

Talk and act as if you meant it, not in a way to arou.se 
antagonism, but with friendly, deadly earnestness. 

Eamestiiess to arouse einhusms^ri. 



6 

Friendliness to overcome opposition 


H e was like King Midas. Everything he touched 
turned to money— except people. 

Fortune had abetted every effort of this whitehaired 
man. Bom on a marginal farm, he could now look back 
over those hard early years as he sat on the gallery of his 
lakeside estate. His business, built by his own efforts, 
spread over several eastern states and gave a livelihood 
to more than a thousand employees— partners, as he 
wanted to call them. 

He had recently arranged, in all sincerity, for the 
entire profits from his business to go to the workers. But 
their reception of this news astonished him. 

“The old man is just trying to beat the taxes,” some 
of them said. 

“His conscience is troubling him,” others said. 

“Look what he’s been holding out all these years,” 
still others observed. 

And, for the first time in the forty-year history of his 
business, his employees began to form a union. 

“What makes people like that?” he puzzled to me. 
“Hostile, suspicious. You’d think they would show some 
appreciation!” 

He had always expected a good day’s work and had 
always paid well for it, but he had worked so hard him- 
self that he had not taken time to show appreciation for 
little things, to be friendly. This crisis in his declining 

54 



EDWIN J. THOMAS, president of the largest rubber company in the 
world-at the age of forty-one. He could not afford college, so took a 
business course at his local high school and at seventeen went to work as 
an extra clerk with the Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co., at the rate of $50 
a month. Twenty-four years later he was company president and gets as 
much fun out of his vigorous job as he used to get playing strenuous 
basketball. Through all the vast Goodyear plants he is still called “Eddie.*’ 

Friendly ^ kindly guidance ms cooperation which is more to k desired 
than subservience or meekness.-Fmis J. Thomas. 
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LOUIS RUTHENBURG keeps a city of 100,000 full of enthusiasm. He 
started work when he was seventeen, rubbing steel castings with pumice 
stone, receiving three dollars for sixty hours of this rubbing each week. 
TWs gave him no enthusiasm, but the observations he made did. He 
observed so well that at the age of forty-six he became president of 
Scrvel, Inc. Labor relations has been one of his particular interests. He 
has never been known to be pessimistic about the future. 

The way a job is done is much more mportant than what is done. The 
spirit in which an undertaking is approached is what counts in getting 
itmriedout,-4j)vi$hjTmMmG, 



ARTHUR W. S. HERRINGTON gave our motor vclifclcs mastery oyer 
trackless places. He came from England with his parents at the age of 
five, went to public school in New Jersey, He started work in a motor- 
cycle factory but visioned vehicles with power applied to all wheels. Later 
he organized the Marmon-Herrington O),, to make “hcll-on-whccls,” and 
at the age of forty was president of the firm, turning out motor vehicles 
as big as boxcars, which could travel almost anywhere off the highwap. 
A large, muscular man, he plays lacrosse with power applied to all his 
wheels and puts the same force into his persons} relations witfi wmlLefs 
and associates. 

Sincerity is the greatest farce in the world. It shines in the eye md kyrib 
strength to the voices so that two people meeting for the first time 
ptdge each other fmrly, 1 cm always get akmg with a mm who is 
noMatter whether he is ristht or wronst^ kecsme f know where M 


JAMES L. KRAFT wouldn’t let himself fail. He clerked in a small gro- 
cery store to help pay off the mortgage on his parents’ home. Then, at the 
age of twenty-eight, he went to Chicago to start in business for himself 
with a capital of sixty-five dollars. He bought a horse and delivery cart, 
and got up at 3 a.m. to start his day, peddling cheese bought on credit. 
He was 1 3,000 in debt at the end of his first year in business-but kept 
on peddling by day aiid experimenting on pasteurizing cheese by night 
His hor^-drawn delivery cart has been replaced today by 2,000 re- 
frigerated trucks. For more than thirty years he has been the enthusiastic 
superintendent of a Sunday school which has increased fifteen times in 
size, " 

Democraev is bam m the mtml imth of a people, in themselves, in each 
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years brought home a great truth in human relations 
that he had neglected to practice. Good pay, even a 
share in all the profits, could not take the place of this 
missing element. 

This element’s power to overcome opposition in hu- 
man relations was dramatically illustrated to me recently 
in Chicago. The dining room in one of the hotels looks 
out over Lake Michigan. Tlie view is inspiring. Although 
the prices are more than I can afford, occasionally I pre- 
tend to be a corporation president and splurge by start- 
ing the day with this view across the lake while I 
breakfast. 

An impatient businessman, in too much of a hurry 
to notice the view, was at a near-by table. He beckoned 
his waiter, a husky young fellow, to make some minor 
complaint. The young waiter stiffened in resentment. 
There was a slight snarl of disgust on his lip. 

“It’s too bad,” the w^aiter said, “but there is nothing 
1 can do about it.” 

The businessman automatically echoed the surly atti- 
tude. He called the head waiter and complained, not 
only about the food, but also about his waiter. 

In great contrast ^\’as the old waiter w ho was serving 
two middle-aged ladies at the neighboring table. They 
w'^ere apparently trying to act like duchesses. They were 
being so particular about selecting their breakfast that 
I felt sorry for their waiter. 

He was tiny and withered. His yellowfish face sug- 
gested poor health. His smile revealed chalky white false 
teeth that bobbed loosely as he talked. 

One of the ladies asked for pink grapefruit, which 
was not on the menu. 
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“Let me see if I can get it,” the old man said as he 
started to hobble toward the kitchen. 

In a few minutes he reappeared, smiling, but minus 
the pink grapefruit. When he reached their table, he 
bowed from the waist before the would-be duchesses, 
and said; 

“The steward is so sorry, but this season of the year 
we cannot get good ones.” He smiled wider and handed 
the lady an opened menu. “But perhaps madame would 
enjoy something else nice.” 

The old waiter was an artist in human relations. He 
had difficult customers to deal with, but he kept them 
on his side by using the vital element of friendliness. He 
undoubtedly knew before he started that long walk 
into the kitchen that there were no pink grapefruit to 
be had. But he did the friendly thing and won friendli- 
ness in return. 

A few nights later I talked with several hundred in- 
dustrial executives in Dayton. After the meeting a young 
engineering graduate, recently transferred from New 
England, came to me. 

“Since you have lived both in the Middle West and 
in New England,” he said, “do you think my wife and 
I will find the folks in the central states as friendly as 
those in the East? ” 

“Let me answer for the doctor,” a ginger-headed 
superintendent interrupted. “Were the people friendly 
in the East? If they were, then just as likely they’ll be 
nice to you here. East or west, north or south, if you’re 
friendly and neighborly yourself, you can count on 
folks being the same to you,” 

Through my mind there flashed a picture of two 
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distressed artists, Judith and Frank. They had used their 
savings to buy a year-round home in a quaint Gulf Coast 
town. They lived there for eighteen months, in grow- 
ing loneliness, before a neighbor visited them. Frank 
said the threadbare native aristocrats did not like out- 
siders, and he would be hanged before he would go out 
of his way to change them. 

But A1 and Alicia, newcomers in a similar locality 
thirty miles along the coast, were sublimely happy 
among what they called “the friendliest folks.” 

The natives were alike in both localities, of course. 
Pathetic Judith and Frank, like the young waiter, were 
not showing friendliness and naturally had little shown 
them. 

Perhaps the young waiter was friendly at heart but 
had the misfortune to have a customer who taxed human 
nature. And he thoughtlessly reflected back to the 
grumbling customer the same antagonistic attitude. 
People are like mirrors: Smile and the world smiles back, 
scowl and the whole w'orld scowls. 

The follower lets the attitudes of others determine his. 
He becomes a Little Sir Echo. The leader forces him- 
self to assume a constructive attitude, regardless of what 
is being shown toward him. 

We can do a black-out if we pretend not to notice 
their surly manners and assume a pleasant, friendly atti- 
tude of our own. 

Keep your own manner and attitude friendly; the 
others will reflect it soon. Our King Midas had been 
too busy to think of this, but the leader is never too 
busy to have a friendly attitude. 
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An old textile firm, with half a dozen plants in the 
North, began to start new factories in the South. One 
evening I asked Ralph, their general manager, what 
tangible advantages they found in the South. 

“It is difficult to figure out on a ledger sheet,” he told 
me. “But the day before we opened our first plant in 
Dixie something happened that influenced me to move 
other plants there as quickly as possible. 

“I was in the local superintendent’s office, ironing out 
some details. Mis secretary said a man from the state 
Capitol was waiting to see us. A\’c glanced at each other. 
‘Godfrey,’ I said, ‘they won’t c\'en let us get started be- 
fore they begin making it tough for us. Oh, well. We 
might as well be decent to him, anyway.’ 

“So we went and greeted him. A\’e offered to let one 
of our .stenographers go through the plant with us to 
make note of the things he wanted done. 

“ ‘Oh, no, .sir,’ the state man replied. ‘I )u.st came down 
as the governor’s representative. He is very sorry that 
he could not come personally, but he wants me, sir, to 
tell you how welcome we want you to feel in our 
state.’ 

“It’s that intangible friendlines.s, official as well as per- 
sonal, that counted heavily in our dcci.sions to open other 
plants in Dixie. I was all set to buck interference in the 
plant, but the state’s initial friendliness took all the oppo- 
sition out of me.” 

Start the friendliness yourself; don’t w’ait for the other 
fellow. 

As I sat in the back of a prosperous department store 
in western Ontario, talking with the seventy-year-old 
proprietor, a smidgen of a blonde, perhaps four years 
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old, interrupted our conversation. She pushed a dollar 
bill into Fred Kingsmill’s hand and said, “I want to buy 
something from you.” 

That was a broad order. 

“I wonder who the child is and why she didn’t go to 
one of the clerks instead of coming way back here to 
me,” he thought. But he laid it to a child’s whim and 
wrapped up one of the store’s nicest handkerchiefs in a 
gift box. 

He handed the attractive package to her, patted her 
head, and praised her pretty curls. 

Then, from nowhere it seemed, a little old lady ap- 
peared. A lacy black hat and a black velvet ribbon ac- 
cented her flushed face and twinkling eyes. 

“Now, Fred Kingsmill,” she said, tapping his arm 
with her fan to emphasize the words, “you have sold 
things to five generations of my family.” 

She had made a nvo-hundred-mile trip to bring her 
great-granddaughter to buy something from one of the 
friendliest men in the Dominion. For it was friendliness 
that had expanded his business from a peddler’s pack 
into the dominant store in the region. Friendliness spread 
through the organization and enabled another addition 
to be made to the store while cut-price chain stored were 
closing down. 

This friendliness made Fred’s capable department 
heads turn down flattering offers from the large To- 
ronto stores. It was friendliness that mysteriously paid 
employees’ hospital and nursing bills. 

If the little girl with the blond curls had not shown 
me the secret of Fred’s leadership, I would have learned 
it as we walked down to visit the large canteen he 
helped provide for service men. Every person we met 
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spoke to him and smiled. People across the street waved 
or gave a nod of greeting to him and a smile. 

The power of friendliness made Fred seem more like 
a young man of thirty than his threescore and ten. His 
friendliness did things to others, too. It drew people of 
all creeds and races together to cooperate enthusiasti- 
cally in community betterment activities that Fred 
started. Professional men and down-and-outers worked 
side by side under the magic of Fred’s smiling friendli- 
ness. Labor unions and capitalists were brought together 
for civic work by his friendliness. 

Fred is one of the richest people I have ever met. 
True, he does not have a hoard of money to gwe away. 
He cannot pay handsome salaries. He does not enter- 
tain lavishly or bestow costly gifts. 

But he overflows with the gold of sincere friendliness 
and gets in return a self-satisfaction, an influence, and 
a power with people that all the money in the mint 
could not buy. 

He does not wait to see if people will like him. Fred 
assumes they do like him. That is one of his secrets. 

He does not wait for them to say “Hello,” or smile 
first. He takes the friendly lead himself, and everyone 
follows. That is another of the secrets. 

He does not question whether or not he will like a 
person or wait before deciding to be friendly. He takes 
it for granted he will like everyone on first sight. This 
is the third secret of friendliness. 

He magnifies others’ good points, no matter how in- 
consequential. He overlooks the few annoying qualities 
or major bad points. This is a fourth element in con- 
tagious friendliness. 

Friendliness is very contagious. The trouble is that 



TO OVERCOME OPPOSITION 61 

many of us wait to catch it from someone else instead 
of giving the other fellow a chance to catch it from us. 

I had to Icam about the contagion of friendliness the 
hard way. When, as a young college professor, I was oc- 
casionally asked to give lectures to various groups, I took 
myself pretty seriously. During the introduction of “our 
speaker for today” I would scowl at the audience 
through my horn-rimmed glasses with what I thought 
was academic dignity. The dignified frown was mostly 
stage fright! 

Without realizing it, I was daring them to be friendly. 
They always took the dare, and I always lost. 

One evening in Clev^eland a white-haired physicist, 
who bubbled with friendliness, said to me, “You do like 
people, don’t you?” 

Of course. Why did he wonder about it? 

“Then let them know it when you are sitting on the 
platform,” Dayton Miller told me. “Don’t look at the 
audience as if it gave you a stomachache. Look at the 
folks as friends. Pick out one face and smile a little, then 
another. And when you get up to talk, talk to them as 
friends. You can completely change an audience just by 
letting them know you are friendly. They wantito be 
friendly themselves, or they wouldn’t be out to look at 
you, so give them something friendly to look at. I know 
you are friendly, but I would not have suspected it to- 
night.” 

At Youngstown the next evening there was the same 
sort of audience. But never before had I talked to such a 
friendly group. I knew that before I had said a word. 
They followed every word intently, although it was the 
same old talk that had apparently bored other audiences. 
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They laughed with luc at jokes previous audiences had 
missed. At the close they applauded so vigorously it 
nearly made me cry. For the first time, people came up 
afterward to ask a question or to thank me. 

Yes. Friendliness is catching. An entire audience or a 
large organization can catch it. 

A friendly manner gets attention and cooperation that 
are beyond purchase. Recently I was reminded of this 
as I rode through the winding valleys of Vermont on 
an otherwise dull train ride. 

It was in one of those combination cars that had only 
one dining table. The sole attendant was cook, waiter, 
conductor, and bottle washer. It didn’t give him much 
time to watch the beautiful New England hillsides. 

One of the diners was a prosperous man of the world 
who was still grumbling about the customs inspectors. 
He ordered ham and eggs and gave detailed instructions 
for their cooking. The small dining facilities were a 
joke to him. He was annoyed with the many twists and 
bends in the tracks. Fie sent all his silver into the kitchen 
to be washed again. “In hot water, and M ith soap,” he 
called after the man. I bet his wife w;is glad when busi- 
ness trips kept him away from home! 

The ham and eggs were about half consumed when a 
timid, plainly dressed man took the fourth place at the 
table. His hands were calloused, his fingernails in slight 
mourning. His weatherbeaten face and rumpled suit 
were akin. He smiled to each of us as he inquired, hesi- 
tatingly, “I suppose it’s all right for me to sit here?” 

“That ham smells mighty good,” he told the waiter. 
“And may I have eggs with it? ” 

He marveled at the compact arrangement of kitchen 
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and dining quarters, said his wife had a kitchen as big 
as the whole car but couldn’t make any better ham and 
eggs. He tried to talk about the scenery to the man of 
the world, but the latter was concealed in the financial 
pages and pretended not to hear. 

W'hen the man of the world left the table, he con- 
spicuously plunked a half-dollar tip beside his plate. The 
waiter saw this generous tip but made no attempt to help 
the man as a jolt made him stumble over the chair when 
leaving the table. 

The weatherbeaten man counted out the exact small 
change for his dinner. Then, glancing across at the half 
dollar, he took out an additional nickel and put it beside 
his plate. W’hen he was about to leave, the waiter smil- 
ingly helped him with his chair and handed him the 
newspaper the other had left behind. 

“If you get tired watching the hills, sir,” the waiter 
said, “you may enjoy reading the paper. I hope yiu have 
a pleasant journey.” 

The plain man just naturally used the four secrets of 
friendliness and got more for his nickel than the other 
got for a tip ten times that size. It does not take money 
to get friendliness, to dispel opposition. 

Many industrial problems have been solved the 
friendly way. There is the Pennsylvania factory, for in- 
stance, where some 1,500 people make gears for army 
tanks. Several times the plant almost won an Army- 
Navy “E” for its part in the war effort. 

The poor record of a single department cost them this 
prize. Too much absenteeism and too much labor bicker- 
ing in this department cost the entire factory the award. 
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An engineering-college graduate was in charge of the 
offending department. A slide rule was his boon com- 
panion and he tried to run everything, including the em- 
ployees, by cold calculations. 

Hie graduate engineer was shifted to the laboratory, 
and A1 was put in charge of the bottleneck department. 

A1 had come up the hard way. At twelve he ran away 
from home because he thought his stepmother abused 
him. His education had been picked up on the run, at 
Y.M.C.A. night schools and from correspondence 
courses. AI had also learned much from the University 
of Daily Life, which had taught him the value of friend- 
liness but not the perpetual use of a slide rule. 

Al did not bawl a man out for being absent. He did 
not calculate on a slide rule the number of gears the 
day’s loss put them behind quota. Al simply stopped by 
the worker’s bench, smiled, and said, “.My, I’m glad to 
see you back. I missed you yesterday and was afraid 
maybe you were sick. I was going to go by your house 
tonight to see if I could do something for you.” 

Fewer and fewer days were lost from work. Bicker- 
ings over discrimination, favoritism, and rates dissolved. 

Al was all business. He did not overlook things, but 
he looked at them in a friendly fashion. The men caught 
this friendliness. 

Early in 1943, Al was just one of the spectators when 
the general from W ashington presented the Army-Navy 
“E” to his plant. Many who knew the inside story, how- 
ever, felt the pennant should have been handed first to 
Al, then to the general manager. And that it should 
have been an “F” for the power of friendliness. For Al 
just naturally: 
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Assumed that people would like him. 

Took the friendly lead. 

Assumed he would like everyone— and did. 

And kept his eyes on the good points of others. 

Friendlmess to overcome opposition. 
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Good-flvding to mobilize ability 


A leader is known by the men he develops. Andrew 
Carnegie, who started from scratch himself, de- 
veloped forty-three millionaires who also started from 
scratch. The great industries he started are going strong 
today, since he developed men who could carry on, 
and they, in turn, carried on the practice of developing 
younger men. 

This is one of the great advantages to industry in a 
democracy. 

Stinnes expanded great factory systems in Germany, 
but, unlike Carnegie, he did not develop men to carry 
on. Two years after Stinnes’s death his industries were 
disintegrating. 

I was reminded of this at a man-power conference in 
the Second World War. A thoroughly patriotic general 
manager of a sizable Atlantic Coast factory complained 
about the difficulty of locating men who could share 
the responsibilities of running his greatly expanded 
facilities. 

“I’m not surprised,” my companion whispered to me. 
“The old so-and-so has done nothing to develop his own 
men so they could carry bigger jobs. Now he has to go 
out in the market and pay a fancy figure. We have had 
no shortage; we’ve been developing our junior men for 
years and they step right into bigger jobs and the whole 
shebang hums without a hitch.” 

66 
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A good many years ago the directors of a struggling 
but promising company looked around for a new presi- 
dent. The man of their choice was energetic Thomas J. 
Watson. They told him he’d probably have to look 
around outside and hire a group of men to help him run 
the business and get rid of the deadwood among the 
executives. 

“If your business is as far gone as that,” Watson in- 
formed them, “I will clear out of a hopeless situation, 
too. But you are all wrong. You have enough talent here 
to run a business many times as large, if you develop it. 
My pleasure will be, not to go out and search for world- 
beaters to come in and help me run the business, but to 
dev'elop the talent that I know already exists in it.” 

And he found the talent in it. He developed the talent 
and tlic gigantic International Business Machines Cor- 
poration. 

The leader has to look always to the future, to de- 
velop the best in the men around him. 

The hidden ability can be uncovered and developed 
best by good-finding, which is the opposite of fault- 
finding. 

You will find the key to good-finding and see itsj-e- 
sults in this story, for it shows why some people seem 
to have the knack of bringing out the abilities of others. 
It is an unpublished excerpt from the life story of a 
singer whom you have often heard featured on the radio. 

We shall call her Isabel. She made her debut in long 
dark curls and a gossamer angel’s dress. Everyone said 
the little five-year-old had the sweetest voice and the 
most assurance of any of the local artists in the church 
cantata. The bushy-haired choir director, who flirted 
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outrageously, told her parents that someday Isabel would 
be a great singer. 

At the state university, where she was in one of my 
classes, the pudgy director of the school of music had 
the same enthusiasm for Isabel’s thrilling voice. She 
played and sang leading parts in campus musical pro- 
ductions with all the aplomb of a veteran star. 

She went to Chicago after graduation, where she sang 
in church choirs and at minor engagements while she 
took advanced courses in music. One of her instructors 
was a bushy-haired man who reminded her of the choir 
leader back home. She thought old Fritz was simply 
wonderful. 

One afternoon, during rest period, while Fritz was 
telling about his childhood struggles in Vienna, Isabel 
realized she was in love. In a few months she was mar- 
ried to this man who was old enough to be her father. 

They adored each other, and friends forgot the chasm 
between their ages. Whenever Isabel sang, Fritz sat 
where he could direct her, unseen by the audience. On 
the way home he would point out her mistakes. He 
wanted to help her become a great singer. 

In their studio apartment he set alarm clocks to time 
her practice. He was always at the keyboard of their 
old grand piano or leaning on its scratched top while 
she practiced. His trained ear caught the slightest im- 
perfection, and he had her go over passages again and 
again until they were flawless. 

They say practice makes perfect, but not for Isabel. 
Church music directors began to drop her as soloist, 
giving vague excuses. Her musical friends wondered, 
over their wine glasses, about the strident, forced qual- 
ity that was appearing in her voice. Some thought her 
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vocal cords were too tight; others said it was a nasal 
quality. 

They were wrong. Isabel’s spirit was breaking. She 
had lost her assurance. 

One rainy evening Fritz went to the bakery and was 
gone for hours. Isabel grew more anxious by the minute. 
It was nearly midnight when a policeman came to tell 
her about the automobile that disappeared into the gusts 
of rain after striking her husband. 

Isabel’s friends were extremely considerate and tried 
gently to have her return home. But Isabel stayed. She 
did not practice much, for she was haunted by a familiar 
voice pointing out her errors. Her engagements became 
rare, but she cheerfully pared down living expenses. 

At Christine’s one evening she met jolly, plump 
Roger, a securities salesman. He knew little about music, 
but he liked Isabel’s singing. He asked her to sing again 
and again. Fie had a banker engage her for a banquet. 
He asked his country club to have her sing at their an- 
nual dinner. And he asked her to marry him. 

Roger also persuaded her to practice evenings, so he 
could hear her. He WTsuld listen entranced, applaud 
lustily, and shout, “Bravo! Bravo!” He would not have 
known if she were off on a couple of notes, and jolly 
Roger probably would not have mentioned it if he had 
known. 

Isabel no longer needed an alarm clock to keep her at 
her vocal exercises. Her musical friends began to talk 
about the wonderful new quality in her voice. Musical 
directors began to engage her again. “Perhaps poor Fritz 
was a better coach than we suspected,” they commented 
to each other. 

Again they were wrong. Fritz was an unfortunate 
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tutor. He broke Isabel’s voice and spirit because he em- 
phasized nothing but her mistakes. 

Unmusical Roger was the tutor who really helped 
Isabel up the shaky ladder to renown. He was not a 
faultfinder. Roger found only the good in her voice. 
For him, Isabel sang to get good results, not to avoid 
faults. 

Thousands have ceased to try to do their best because 
they have been reminded only of their worst. 

This is true even in schoolwork. F.lemcntary-school 
children were tested with arithmetic problems. Those 
who had only mistakes pointed out improved 20 per 
cent in a week. 

The others, whose errors were overlooked and who 
were encouraged for the sums they had right, improved 
70 per cent! 

Abilities wither under faultfinding, blossom under en- 
couragement. 

I neglected to apply this basic truth a while ago when 
trying to teach tricks to our brown-and-whitc terrier. 
When Gypsy didn’t perform as we wanted, she was 
scolded. She then flopped over on her back in submis- 
sion or looked at us sorrowfully. I had almost given up 
hope of ever teaching her tricks, had about concluded 
she was particularly dumb. 

“The dog is all right,” Perc said one evening. “You 
gotta know more than the dog to train one!” 

I tried to laugh it off but thought of Fritz and Roger. 
I encouraged Gypsy when she started right and ignored 
her false starts. For two weeks I had been trying to get 



JAMES F. LINCOLN brought electric welding to industrjf. He spent a 
frugal childhood on an Ohio farm. Illness kept him from finishing college 
-but twenty years later he was given the degree for progress in the 
University of Daily Life. A powerful man, in his first few jobs he was 
called “The Human Crane” and given work which required heavy lifting. 
Impulsive as a youth, it took him half a dozen years to find himself. As 
president of the Lincoln Electric Co., Cleveland, he revolutionized elec- 
tric welding methods and increased employment in his plants during de- 
pression years. 

A we&k leader is afraid to develop those under him for fear they v^l 
surpass Mm, A strong leader kntms that if he properly develops Ms 
aseociates he mil be even stronger^r-jkbmif Lincoln, 


CLARENCE REESE transformed a company that was about ready to 
fold up into an engine-building giant He started as a machinist’s appren- 
tice at the age of fifteen and at thirty-nine became president of Q>nti- 
nental Motors. The loyal cooperation he aroused in the employees, and 
his aggressive business policies, enabled the firm to stage a spectacular 
comeback. He increased their pay rolls more than fivefold over their 
previous heyday, built two new plants in Michigan, and took over a large 
one in Texas. He works in his shirtsleeves, 

Tr^at •vnttrmen the nvav i/ou exDect thetft to tteat yott.— C larence Reese. 



STANLEY C. ALLYN helps others run their businesses mOrc efficiently. 
His first job was delivering morning papers, starting at 5 a.m. He worked 
his way through high school and through college. As a young man he 
joined the National Cash Register Co. because they thought success-and 
had a rule not to hire relatives. In 1940 he became president of the com- 
pany. He is a prolific and rapid reader and remembers what he reads. He 
gets most satisfaction from helping others help themselves. A good lis- 
tener, his rebukes arc always made in private, and he is generous with 
praise for work well done. ^ 

Uddmhip imolves remembering pm mistakes, an mly sis of tohfs 
achievements, and a •well-gyounded imagination in visualking the prok- 
kms of the fmre,^uiiUY (1 Alim 



CLIFFORD F. HOOD came up through the American way of life. Born 
on a farm in southern Illinois, he had the normal upbringing of a typical 
American farm boy. At the age of twenty-three, he went to work with 
the American Steel & Wire Co., as a clerk. When he was forty-three he 
became president of the company, which now has twenty-two plants in 
nine states-serving the world. Dynamic, pleasant, and forceful, his hob- 
bies are golf and contributing materials that enhance the betterment of 
living. 

Tie rkwgmg demands new adjustments and if we do not develop 
we are left beMnd.-Cimom F. HobD. 
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her to jump over my outstretched leg but had only been 
breaking her spirit by faultfinding. 

By encouraging her moves in the right direction, in 
less than fifteen minutes she was excitedly jumping over 
my leg like the star performer of the dog-and-pony cir- 
cus. And a few minutes later Gypsy came up and waited 
in position for me to put out my leg so she could jump 
over it again. 

Then she perked her head at me, wiggled her tail, and 
I imagined she w'hispered: “See, I wasn’t dumb at all. 
All I needed was good-finding, not faultfinding.” 

Early in the war a radio-instrument firm opened 
branch plants. Experienced factory men had to train 
new hands for delicate work. At the Pennsylvania 
branch the new workers quickly caught on and were 
soon in actual production. 

But the New Jersey plant training did not seem to 
bring results. The home office wondered if the Jersey 
employees were lacking in intelligence, but employment 
tests showed no difference beween the two plants. 

Investigation, however, showed that at the Jersey 
plant the girls were being told how not to do it. The 
instructors were looking for mistakes and stressing, the 
difficulty of the work. The girls were on needles and 
pins. Many quit after a day or two because they felt the 
work was going to be too difficult for them. 

At the Pennsylvania factory the new girls were being 
told, “You’ll get on to it quickly. There really isn’t 
much to it, but first we’ll practice on some jobs that 
don’t matter.” 

Faultfinding plants negative ideas. 

Good-finding brings a positive attitude. 
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At an electric company dinner in Boston years ago a 
gangling engineer from a Detroit power plant sat be- 
side a deaf man from New Jersey. The young man ex- 
plained some ideas he had for gasoline engines and dif- 
ferent ways for transmitting their power to wheels on a 
highway. 

Engineers and capitalists in Detroit found many faults 
with his ideas. The deaf man, listening with one hand 
cupped to his good ear, caught a tone of discouragement. 
He asked for more details. He nodded encouragement. 
The young man returned to Detroit, determined at last 
to see his idea through. 

The world knows the results, but few know that 
good-finding at Boston that night by Thomas A. Edison 
kept young Henry Ford trying. 

When you see an automobile, remember the part 
good-finding played in its early development. 

When a subordinate comes to you with an idea, re- 
member good-finding. 

If the leader is a good-finder he can handle his em- 
ployees so that their abilities are encouraged to develop. 

Then, too, he will know better what his different em- 
ployees can do. The faultfinding boss can tell what is 
wrong with each worker, but when emergencies arise 
it is vital for him to know what each one can do best. 
The habit of finding good gives him this knowledge. 

For instance, at a foremen’s weekly meeting some of 
the men brought up Old John for discussion. They said 
he was so vulgar in his speech that even a skunk would 
avoid him. Consensus of opinion, at first, seemed to 
favor a cleanup of the plant atmosphere by letting the 
old man go. 



TO MOBILIZE ABILITY 


73 


“What are his good points?” the superintendent 
asked. 

He was the best diesinker in the state! 

Then the superintendent reminded them of the time 
some moralists asked President Lincoln to fire General 
Grant because he drank whisky. “Find what brand of 
whisky he uses. Then get some for our losing generals,” 
was his humorous answer. 

“We hire men for what they can do, not for what’s 
nice about them,” the superintendent continued. “No 
one is perfect, but we have to keep looking for the few 
perfections people have and place them according to 
those, rather than ousting them because of some imper- 
fections. Heaven help every man at this table if the 
brass hats kept a record of our faults rather than of the 
jobs we can turn out.” 

You can’t build an organization on the basis of faults. 

I wonder w'hy so many successful selling organiza- 
tions keep telling their salesmen time and time again 
never to find fault with competitive lines? 

There are people who have the frightful habit of find- 
ing fault with themselves most of the time. They ,,keep 
themselves at the bottom of the line. 

Keep your eye on your own good points, as well as on 
the good points of others. 

Late one evening I was the sole customer in a Greek 
restaurant in Charleston, W. Va. Two young waitresses 
were unburdening their feelings to each other, and I 
eavesdropped on their earnest conversations. 

“So you came back here to work,” the smaller said, 
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“even though it meant less money? Well, I don’t know 
as I blame you. Money isn’t everything, and Mike sure 
is one swell boss.” 

“You bet money isn’t ever)’-thing,” the tall girl said. 
“Mike here was the first boss I had when I came in from 
the farm. I didn’t know much about serving food to city 
folks, and I guess I was nervous and clumsy. But Mike, 
he was so helpful. He didn’t find fault. Just smiled and 
said I’d catch on soon and showed me how .” 

The tall girl brought my favorite piece of pic— apple 
—and returned to her conversation. 

“Nobody scarcely ever rips here,” she continued, “and 
they always did at the other place. But the tips didn’t 
make up for the bawlings out. Honestly, some nights I 
was so upset I couldn’t go to sleep and was all tired out 
the next day. After all, .\Iikc pays as well as he can, and 
he is so considerate. So I’m back for keeps now, and 
really, Lottie, I feel like a dog for having quit. I w’^as 
tickled pink when he said I could come back.” 

Scotchman that I am, I left her a tip and dropped my 
change into the jar of Aid for Greek Refugees, as part 
payment for the story I overheard about a good-finder. 


Good-findmg to viobilize ability. 
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Harness criticism in a ucay to nxin appreciation 


O nly a fool criticizes people openly. 

Only a fool neglects to criticize people who 

need it. 

The leader wins appreciation and develops his people 
by never failing to criticize those who need it, but by 
doing it in the right 'leay. 

Some bosses know how much ever^'one resents open 
criticism and are so weak-livered that they neglect to 
criticize their workers. This is real neglect of duty to the 
firm and neglect of opportunity to help the workers 
improve. 

Other bosses like nothing better than to skin their 
workers alive with the sharp edge of criticism. 

The person w ho criticizes w^hen it is needed, and in 
the right 'ivay^ is a rare specimen. He is the real leader. 

“The trouble with the men is that they’re interested 
only in the money they get,” the production superin- 
tendent told me. “They’ve no more interest in work- 
manship or output than Paddy’s mule. Blazes! We have 
to keep driving them until I’m sick and tired of it. And 
we arc in war production; you’d thinlc that would made 
some difference with them.” 

Half an hour later I stopped in at the lunch wagon a 
block down the street. I knew some of the men from the 
first shift would be stopping in for a cup of coffee on 

75 



76 


TO WIN APPRECIATION 


their way home. I wanted to listen to their talk while 
they were relaxing at the end of the day’s work. 

“Bad News Charlie was in our department, raisin’ 
hell, this morning,’’ the young man with the missing 
finger started the conversation. “Saw him giving it to 
the foreman, so I ducked into the washroom for fifteen 
minutes to let it blow over.’’ 

The Old-timer with the walrus mustache took a quick 
sip of his hot, black coffee. “Don’t let it get you down,’’ 
he said. “By the time you have worked as long as I have 
you’ll be used to it and pay no attention. You’ll soon 
find out that you see the bosses only when something 
goes wrong. They seem to smell trouble a block away.” 

He dunked his doughnut, then continued. “You’ll 
never know whether you’ve been doing a good job, but 
just let something go wrong, an’ you’ll know about it 
plenty soon— and plenty hard.” 

“Yah,” said the Swedish chap as he put the sugar ra- 
tions of the other two into his cup and stirred with the 
handle of the spoon. “The only way to find out how 
you stand is yust to up and ask for a raise. It helps if 
you get mad. That’s what I done. Threw down my shop 
coat, started to pack up my tools, and yelled yust 
awful.” 

I couldn’t help joining in their laughter. But it was 
serious, and true to life the world over. In their little 
gripe session they had diagnosed one of the great weak- 
nesses in leadership. 

The production superintendent was Bad News 
Charlie. He scarcely believed me when I told him later 
about the nickname the men had for him. Most bosses 
have nicknames— used only behind their backs— that re- 
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fleet their bungling use of criticism. No wonder so many 
bosses think employees have no interest in the work! 

My first boss had the nickname of “Dummy.” We 
used it right to his face. I have had other bosses since, 
including university and corporation presidents, who 
deserved the same nickname but for a different reason. 
Dummy, you see, had been born deaf and dumb. 

Dummy had the physique of a Greek god, hardened 
by long years of manual labor. He knew all about day 
labor and a lot about human nature, although it was 
some twenty years before I realized this. 

It was the summer vacation after my second year of 
high school. When Dummy saw the soft, gangling kid 
report for work he might have justly said something 
about sending a boy to do a manVwork. But Dummy 
couldn’t talk (if only more bosses couldn’t!), and even 
if he could, I doubt if he would have said that. His own 
affliction apparently gave him an understanding of 
people that many bosses lack. 

Dummy quickly discovered that I knew nothing 
about using a pick and shovel, but he didn’t “lay me out 
in lavender” for not knowing. 

Instead, he grunted at me, pointed to a couple of tools, 
and motioned for me to come with him. I didn’t realize 
it at the time, but Dummy was taking me around the 
corner, out of sight of the rest of the gang, to give me a 
trimming down. Kidlike, I was elated because Dummy 
picked me out of the whole gang to work with him 
awhile. 

When we were out of sight he felt my muscle. It was 
like sponge rubber, but Dummy grunted in pop-eyed 
Hmazement at my powerful biceps. Twenty years later I 
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realized he had been soft-soaping me, but I still loved it 
even when I realized it was phony praise. 

After I had shoveled a bit in the new location, 
Dummy stopped me. He touched my shoulders, then 
made faces to indicate pain. He didn’t need to tell me 
I would have sore shoulders. They were aching already, 
but I was glad he understood that. 

Then he went through a pantomine to tell me that it 
was the way I had been shoveling that was making the 
shoulders stiff. He showed me how to push the shovel 
with my thighs to save my back and shoulders. He 
handed the shovel back to me, and I did as he had 
demonstrated. 

Dummy beamed when I did it right. He nodded his 
head up and down and grunted approvingly. 

Then he felt my muscle again and made a grunting 
fuss over it. He let me feel his muscle— just like marble— 
and counted on his fingers to tell me that in about three 
weeks I’d have muscles as hard as his. The liar! I’d 
never have those hard muscles unless I became the petri- 
fied man. But I ate it up and worked so hard all day 
that I went to sleep sitting up at the supper table. 

In the years since then I have had many bosses and 
needed criticism from each of them. They all gave it to 
me— don’t worry— but none with Dummy’s expert skill. 

Always follow Dummy’s expert steps: 

1. Criticize in private, not in the presence of others. 

2. Do it with a smile, in a friendly manner. 

3. Give some praise first to take off the sting. 

4. Approach through the person’s self-interest, that 
it will make it easier for them, not make more money for 
the company. 
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5. Make it constructive; show honv, don’t merely find 
fault. If you don’t know how, keep quiet. 

6. And end up with another bit of praise and a pat on 
the back. 

Follow those six essential steps and you can criticize 
right and left and be the best appreciated boss in the 
country. 

A flying officer of the R.A.F., who received his 
flight training in Canada, told me about his first solo 
flight. 

His civilian instructor was an old-timer in aviation, a 
Scotch bush pilot from the north country. After their 
first two or three flights in the training biplane, it was 
time for the solo flight. It was a windy morning, with 
the wind at an angle to the runways?*^ 

“Well, kid,” the bush pilot said, “I guess now you can 
do a good job of taking her up yourself.” And he non- 
chalantly walked back to the hangar, leaving the student 
in a clammy sweat. 

As the student started the ship down the runway he 
cut a saw-tooth course but finally got in the air. His 
hands were so wet from cold sweat he could scarcely 
hold the stick of the plane. t 

His troubles really started, however, when he tried 
to land the ship. On the first trial he lost his nerve and 
zoomed into the air again, wings dipping one way, then 
the other. Fie tried to land again. Again his nerve left 
him. 

“I’ll be washed out anyway,” he thought, “so I might 
as well land any old way. I only hope I’m not killed.” 

So he landed. Fie hit the runway hard, and the ship 
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bounched 15 feet into the air. When it came to a stop 
he was ready to be bounced from the air force. 

As he climbed from the cockpit, the old bush pilot 
came running along beside the ship and breathlessly 
shouted; 

“Good for you, kid. You made it— and it’s all in one 
pieee! You’ve got the makings of a pilot.” 

There were a hundred things wrong with that solo 
flight, but the wise old flyer gave only praise at first. 
That afternoon he flew into the country with the stu- 
dent and landed in a wheat stubble where— in private- 
some of the blunders of the solo performance were 
talked over. 

Bushy knew that people dread to be criticized. 

But criticism is essential, especially for the young or 
the inexperienced. ^ 

The dread is removed and the resentment changed 
into appreciation when the criticism is made in private, 
preceded by praise, in a friendly manner and voice, to 
show how the person himself will be helped, and with a 
sugar-coating of praise at the end. 

Constructive criticism is like a layer cake; remember 
the frosting on top, the tasty filling between layers, and 
the sugar mixed throughout the batter. 

What happens when a public official is criticized? He 
hits back, blow for blow. 

But do you remember how Will Rogers used to skin 
’em alive— and they loved it! How could he get by 
with it? 

The answer is the way he did it, in friendly good 
humor and with a friendly smile. 
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One October evening an assistant foreman heard me 
tell how to use constructive criticism. The following 
April he told me this story of what it had done for him. 

He had been slipping on his job and was due to be let 
out. Things were not going smoothly at home, and this 
was reflected in his work. His wife was going home to 
mother. Why was a puzzle to him, for he didn’t drink, 
tear around, or abuse her. 

But that October meeting made him realize what was 
wrong. He had been criticizing bluntly, at home and on 
the job. He resolved to do something about it, to follow 
those essential steps when criticizing. 

The following morning he applied the steps at break- 
fast and was rewarded by the best supper he had had in 
months. He"fDth7wed the six-stepMt^e shop and by the 
following April was acting plant safety director, a job 
that requires constructive criticism 95 per cent of the 
time. 

His hardest task, however, was to make himself smile 
when he was criticizing or at any other time. When he 
got up in the morning he tried to smile, but as he looked 
in the bathroom mirror his smile looked as if he had 
a bellyache. 

So he got back in bed, to try starting a smile all dver 
again. While in bed he recalled Will Rogers. The 
thought of Rogers made him feel pleasant, and before 
he realized it he was smiling. 

He got out of bed and rushed to the mirror. Yep! The 
smile was still there, a real, friendly smile. It became 
broader as he was entertained by the thought of a full- 
grown man going through such antics. 

So now, when he has a job of criticizing to do, he first 
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thinks of Will Rogers to get a friendly inner attitude 
that shows up in the smile, then he criticizes: 

1 . In private. 

2. With a smile. 

3. Giving praise first. 

4. Appealing to self-interest. 

5. In a constructive way. 

6. And with a pat on the back at the end. 

Early in the Second World ar a small New Eng- 
land plant worked 24 hours a day on war orders. They 
used a motley assortment of reconditioned lathes, mill- 
ing machines, and other equipment rebuilt for the 
emergency. 

On the wall of the. owner’s small cfKcc -there was a 
single decoration. It was a small glass case holding a red 
lollipop. The proprietor told me its story. 

“That is what built this business,” he said, “It kept 
me going when the going was tough.” 

Two toolmakers had worked side by side for years in 
a large factory. Their skill made them the aristocrats of 
the plant and was reflected in their home neighborhoods. 
That was back in 1929, just before the men turned 
forty years old. 

When the depression hit, the firm kept them on month 
after month, although there was little work. The com- 
pany did not want to lose the skills of these men. At 
last the time came when the firm no longer had the cash 
to keep blond Erank and dark George on the pay rolls. 

The manager explained to each that they were not 
being fired, merely laid off until things picked up. 

Frank went home. He dropped his hat on the kitchen 
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floor, slumped into a chair. He ran nervous fingers 
through his tousled hair. 

“Marjorie,” he said to his wife. “I’m washed up.” 

“I know,” she replied caustically. “You’re past forty 
and too old.” 

His wife and children left him alone for several days. 
They kept to themselves. The children stopped playing 
with the neighborhood children. 

But swarthy George did not go directly home. He had 
a delightful, carefree feeling. He stopped at a drugstore 
and bought a banana split for himself and a small box of 
candy for his family. Still he did not go home. 

He walked several blocks to a hardware store and 
bought some tools. • 

W’hen George entered his kitchen it was dusk. He 
greeted Peg, hiswIT^ with the boX~»f— caady. 

“What have you been up to?” she asked. 

“Well, I won’t be having much money for a while,” 
he replied, “and I figured we might as well enjoy our- 
selves while we can.” And he explained about being out 
of work, for just a while. 

“Then you will have time, now, to put new cup- 
boards in the kitchen,” she said eagerly. “And maybe 
you can get some work to do in your shop in the garage. 
You’re a fine mechanic, you know.” 

At suppertime his children were excited at the pros- 
pect of having their father home most of the time, as 
Peg explained it to them. After supper they ran to tell 
their playmates about the factory their father was going 
to have right in their garage. 

Blond Frank spent most of the next day at home, 
listening to his wife complain about the world’s lack of 
appreciation. 
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George spent it making a big sign that bore his name 
with the words “Machine Work” below it. He put this 
in the front yard, with an arrow pointing to the garage. 

A week later Frank went to the state employment 
office but found openings for a janitor only. By this time 
George had his garage shop organized, although no 
customers. 

Another week passed. Frank’s wife was still grumb- 
ling, and Frank had given up hope of getting work. 
They were deciding to go on relief. 

But each morning George shaved, put on his best 
suit, and then spent the day calling on garages and con- 
tractors to tell about difficult jobs he could do for them 
in his shop. He got no business. Funds were running 
low, and he pawned rh'^.v-mtch hbr' ether -gave him on 
his twenty-first birthday. 

Then one morning George did not shave, and his dark 
hairs made his face look smudgy. He was sitting in the 
kitchen, discouraged, when he heard steps in the drive- 
way leading to the garage. He ran out, expecting to see 
a customer. It was just a little neighborhood girl. 

“My mother, she says you can fix things. Can you?” 
she asked. 

She was carrying a scooter, with one wheel missing. 

George picked up the scooter and examined it. “Well, 
this is serious,” he said. “But you came to exactly the 
right place. Come on.” 

He took her hand and led her into his idle shop. He 
spent an hour turning out a new wheel, while she sat on 
a bench, safely away from the machines, asking thou- 
sands of questions. 

The new wheel installed, she scooted up and down 
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the cement floor. “Gee,” she said, “you can fix things, 
jim-dandy!” 

Then she reached into her pocket. “I bought this with 
the penny I got for watching the baby,” she said. “I 
was going to eat it myself, but you take it, mister.” 

She handed him the red lollipop and clattered away 
on the scooter. 

George held the lollipop in his hand, gazing at it. Then 
he put it on the drill rack and watched the sunlight play 
on its shiny surface. It seemed to hypnotize him. 

People 'will come to me, he thought to himself. There 
is 'work for me to do. They do have faith in me. 

He slipped the lollipop into his pocket and rushed 
into the house. He shaved and grinned as he thought of 
his first custogief.- He put on his best suit, slipping the 
lollipop “into the right pocket. — • 

“So long. Pudding,” he called to his wife. “I’m going 
out and get another customer. Don’t wait the meal for 
me. 

He visited the same garages again, keeping his right 
hand in his pocket. He talked with more assurance than 
on his former visits. Late in the afternoon he found the 
crew in a contractor’s garage huddled around a dump 
truck. An important part of the dumping mechanism 
was broken. It would take a week or longer to get a 
new part. 

“I can have a new part for you in the morning,” 
George said. Then he squeezed the lollipop and added, 
“but I’ll have to charge double time for nightwork.” 

The contractor liked his work and the prompt service, 
and soon George was busy. He added some machines, 
hired some old help from the closed factory. He tried 
to hire his old side-kick, Frank, but Frank was working 
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for the government then, on W.P.A., and did not want 
to risk an uncertain job with his friend. 

Before the war engulfed the world, George had a 
dozen men working for him. Soon there were 130, most 
of them skilled toolmakers and machinists. Most of them, 
too, were more than forty years old, and so were most 
of the machines they used. 

“That lollipop made this business,” he concluded. “It 
showed me that others had faith in me. Peg, bless her 
heart, didn’t criticize me for being out of a job, or too 
old, or not getting a customer. But I was beginning to 
criticize myself. And then along comes that youngster. 
She said I did a jim-dandy job, and she paid me in the 
most desirable thing she had, that candy. 

“I keep it up there by^the door so tW y'lhenever I go 
out into the ."h gotta see it. You know wKat it tells 
me before I go into the shop? It tells me to talk with 
each of the men out there so that I help them keep their 
faith in themselves. The lollipop reminds me to sweeten 
them up.” 

I know of half a dozen executives who bought red 
lollipops to keep on their desks after hearing this story. 
The color is not important, but helping the other fellow 
keep faith in himself is important. 

The most important job many leaders have is to criti- 
cize, and there is no excuse for it being the job they 
either neglect the most or do the worst. 

Recently I was talking to a score of department heads 
of a large modern hospital. I asked to see the hands of 
those who, during the past 24 hours, had refrained from 
criticizing someone who really needed it. 

Every person in the group held up a hand. 



C. DONALD DALLAS carries on the business started by Paul Revere, 
He left high school after the first year-but returned three years later to 
finish the scientific course. Twenty-seven years after he started to learn 
the brass business he organized Revere Copper and Brass, Inc., and three 
years later became president of this, the largest independent brass and 
copper firm in the country. True to his Scotch ancestry, he is author of 
“You and Your Money” and keeps his employees fully informed on the 
economics of their firm.*E. H. R, Revere, great-grandson of Paul Revere, 
stands behind Mr. Dallas in this picture. 

Establish . . . through every possible meansy the self-respect of workers 
and make them feel they’re pm of the tem-not just numbers &n a 
time clock.--C> Donald Dauas. 



BILL JACK turned down an offer of ten million dollars for.his factorics- 
and 34,000 people keep applications on file in his employment office. He 
was born on the wrong side of the tracks, of Scotch parents; he sold 
papers and delivered washings when six. He has had one white-collar 
job-as magician’s assistant when he was twelve. The jack & Hcintz plants 
in Ohio have made world records for speedier production of airplane 
equipment at lowest costs. The one hard rule in his plants is that no one 
is to be called “Mister” or “Sir,” 

Gttr importance to others can only be gauged by our accomplishments.^ 
But Jack. 



CLARENCE FRANCIS helps feed millions. He was borii on Staten 
Island, worked his way through college, and has devoted his life to dis- 
tributing foods with the same zest with which he played baseball at 
Amherst. He helped organize General Foods Corporation and shortly 
after his forty-seventh birthday became its president. He keeps his bal- 
ance by modestly reminding himself that he is just a former “prune 
peddler.” He has never let his boss down-he believes in pushing the boss 
up and following him up. 

By praising a person you bring out the best in him^ and he mil under- 
stand you better when criticism is necessary. Francis. 



JACK FRYE gave us the first four-engine Stratoliner for commercial 
air travel. As a ranch boy in Texas he caught pneumonia running errands 
for Army pilots who landed near the skating pond-and sixteen years 
later, at the age of thirty, he was president of Transcontinental & Western 
Air, Inc. His first job was as dishwasher in Los Angeles. He was soon in 
air transportation, however, taking passengers on scenic flights the same 
day he made his solo flight. Big and friendly, obstacles are his meat. 

4^ 4 springboard to get over an obstacle ^ try the encouragement of prme. 
-Jack Frye, 
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Then I asked how many found it harder to make the 
criticism after it had been put off. 

Again, every person held up a hand. 

Then I asked how many knew of someone, some- 
where, who could criticize people so that it was appre- 
ciated. 

Two hands went up. 

Harness criticism in a ivay to v)in appreciation. 



9 

Increase others' self-esteem to cultivate loyalty 


An unauthorized sit-down started in the crankcase de- 
jCjL partment. The men were good and sore. It would 
have been laughable had it not been so human and had 
they not been holding up war production. 

They were boiling with indignation because their 
supervisor had taken credit for an improvement that 
was suggested by one of the men. The man himself had 
not been angry at first; he just felt slighted. 

But for sey gra Lda^ •S'tfg TStiu W'~'workers had sputtered 
to each other about the unfairness. In a few days they 
reached the silly stage where people will bite off their 
noses to spite their faces. 

In this competitive world folks often tend to help 
themselves out in competition by doing many little 
things to show off to advantage. Anything that under- 
mines their self-esteem, no matter how slight, causes re- 
sentment, hatred, bitterness. It caused the sit-down in 
the crankcase department and causes friction day after 
day across the country. 

Those who have real personal leadership control their 
inclinations to show up others. They go to the other and 
desirable extreme of building up the self-esteem of 
others. They laugh at jokes they have previously heard, 
they listen to a suggestion although they have previously 
thought of it themselves, they don’t say, “I knew that 
before.” 
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Pat knew how to increase the self-esteem of others. 
He was a trouble-shooting supervisor, a one-man flying 
squadron who gave hypodermics to departments where 
production was sick. Freckle-faced Pat was not an effi- 
ciency expert, just a whiz of a leader. He did not change 
methods or layouts, nor drive for harder work. Pat’s 
secret was simple and one of the most effective in the 
world— he built up the men. 

“I don’t know much about this machine you are 
using,” he would say to an operator. “You know it from 
inside out. Tell me what the tricks are in running it.” 
Simple and sincere, yet it got cooperation and produc- 
tion. 

The regular foreman had said, “I could get 20 per 
cent more production out of that machine.” By thus be- 
littling the worker, he got less piodurtion and 100 per 
cent resentment. 

But Pat built up the operator, and he could count on 
loyalty and production thereafter. 

The regular foreman had called his assistant a glorified 
office boy. Pat called him the brains of the department. 

Resentment at the boss for belittling the worker is 
usually kept under cover for a while. But eventually the 
worker takes various and devious ways to even up the 
score. 

Here are some things workers have told me, in their 
own words: 

“1 boiled when the boss said he didn’t know whether 
a kid could do the job or not.” 

“After handling an assignment successfully in my 
own way for some time, the boss told me he would have 
done it much better in another way.” 
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“I tried to tell the boss an idea I had for shortening 
our processes. When I had finished, he said he had fig- 
ured that out some time before and walked away.” 

“The boss asked me to lay out a shipping container. 
When I showed it to him he said I didn’t know anything 
about a carton. Then he proceeded to lay out one of his 
own. It ended up just like mine, but he wouldn’t admit 
it. I lost respect for him then and there.” 

“The chief turned down a suggestion I made about a 
change in a job. About three months later my way was 
adopted, but he took the credit. Believe me. I’ve spiked 
him plenty for this since.” 

“I put the Red Cross drive on in our department, and 
we topped the plant. The boss took all the credit.” 

“The foreman messed up a job when making a 
change-over and t»ld^iTTo“tell the department head 
that / could not get it running. I told the head the true 
facts in the case.” 

“I wrote a report for the boss but had to change the 
conclusions the way he wanted them. When the com- 
mittee criticized it, he threw the blame on me. I’m going 
to get his job if it is the last thing I do.” 

These are but a few everyday industrial examples of 
belittling the workers. It ranges from a condescending, 
know-it-all attitude to unscrupulously taking credit for 
oneself when things go well and blaming others when 
they go badly. 

When the National Safety Council award was made 
to the United Air Lines, the aviation president did not 
take the credit. “Air safety is teamwork,” he said. As 
representatives of those on the team, he had a pilot, a 
mechanic, and a stewardess receive the award. No be- 
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littling there; instead, the self-esteem of every United 
Air Lines employee was raised a few notches. 

It’s a good thing democracies make it possible for 
people who are born on the wrong side of the tracks to 
become leaders. It gives us better leaders. I was reminded 
of this recently when I got acquainted with Elmer. 

“Elmer has certainly made the plant hum, and this is 
only his first year,” my companion said. “It’s a strange 
thing, but our other leading industry got a new general 
manager about the same time. But what a difference be- 
tween the two. Elmer is popular, his firm is booming, 
and there are no labor troubles. But the other plant— 
golly!— what a mess has been stirred up. You’ve seen in 
the papers about their trouble, and only last week some- 
body took pot shots at some of his strikebreakers. Pretty 
bad!” 

“What accounts for the difference between the two?” 
I asked. 

He smiled. “Don’t laugh at this, but Elmer wears a 
blue shirt and drives a cheap car, drives it himself. He 
came up the hard way. 

“The other fellow ‘big-shots’ it. He wears a starched 
collar, fancy tie, and a stickpin. He has a man drive his 
high-priced auto, like he was Morgan himself. Someone 
said at Chamber of Commerce conference recently that 
our town would be better off if this starched dude got 
down to business in a work shirt, like Elmer.” 

Even the taxi driver who took me to the plant knew 
all about Elmer. “As soon as I can make a deal on this 
old bus. I’m going to work for him myself,” he told me. 
“I’ve always wanted to be my own boss, but they say 
Elmer is a swell gent to work for.” 
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After all this build-up, it was a letdown when I met 
Elmer. He did not radiate magnetism. He was just an 
ordinary fellow, sincere, earnest, all business. He was 
cheerful and pleasant, but with no applesauce. He had 
a plain, rugged face, neither handsome nor homely. His 
hand was enormous, his handshake gentle. He was a 
plain talker with neither slang nor highfalutin words. 
His ready-made coat was hanging on the back of his 
chair. He did not look like a |25,000-a-year man, plus 
bonus on earnings. 

That afternoon I watched some men bowling at the 
Y.M.C.A. Several second-shift men gathered there on 
their way to work. 

“You should see Elmer bowl,” one told me. “He 
never runs up much of a score, but he sends the ball 
down hell for leath^ That’s the way he does every- 
thing— puts all he’s got into it and doesn’t try to show 
up the other fellow.” 

“That’s why he is a great boss to work iinth" a man 
from the adjoining alley broke in. The emphasis on the 
'with was his; he wanted me to know he was not work- 
ing for the company, but with Elmer. 

At the dinner that evening there were some 300 of 
Elmer’s top men. They had wanted to have an apprecia- 
tion dinner, but Elmer would have none of that. A 
good, plain get-together, with some rare roast beef, was 
O.K., but there were to be no mushy speeches, just a 
practical, helpful talk on business and some companion- 
ship for an evening. 

Elmer sat beside me. “What was the turning point in 
your life?” I asked him. 

“WTiy, I’ve never thought of that before,” he replied. 
“But there was one I cannot forget. My wife told me 
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to pay no attention to my boss’s orders. She, herself, re- 
fused point-blank to do what the boss wanted us to do. 

“I was made assistant foreman in a hardware specialty 
plant in Michigan. The foreman instructed me to have 
the men call me ‘Mister’ and to move into a better neigh- 
borhood. My wife was delighted at the promotion, 
laughed at the idea of having the men say ‘Mister,’ and 
downright mad at the order to move into a better place. 

“The only thing she has ever nagged about was ‘Mis- 
ter.’ Whenever she thought I was feeling too important, 
she’d bring me down to earth by calling me ‘Mister.’ ” 

One time I had the unenviable opportunity of watch- 
ing a big business in the process of decay. Such decay 
usually starts at the top and works downward. In this 
case the decay started with a former policeman who 
made stock-market killings in the middle 1920’s. He 
bought a partnership in an important business. 

Tim tried to conceal the fact that he had been bom 
on the other side of the tracks. He wanted to forget his 
flatfoot years as a cop, tried to pretend he had been born 
with a brass hat. The company’s press agent had to 
spend much of his energy getting Mr. Tim’s family 
into the society pages. He had a phony genealogy 
cooked up. He could not resist telling people how much 
he had paid for things, and he was a sucker for paying 
too much. 

One of the partners knew the organization could not 
hold up under such leadership and sold out. He is now 
one of their strongest competitors. Then another partner 
tried to oust Mr. Tim, but Tim bought him out and 
gave him a bonus of $100,000, with which this partner 
set up more competition. 
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Mr. Tim still has his coat of arms on his office wall 
and appears in the society columns, but all his paintings 
have been sold, at a loss, and his large estate is mort- 
gaged to the hilt. Most of his key employees have left. 
He still can’t figure out what is wrong with the business 
and thinks a reorganization would bring back the good 
old days. 

The right organization would be a big boost, but Tim 
would never permit it. He would hate to see a chap like 
Elmer, who does not belittle others in any way, sitting 
in his place. 

Some time before the Second World War a group of 
German industrialists visited a business with which 1 
was well acquainted. They wanted to see how it was 
possible for this firm to manufacture in the United 
States, pay freight to Germany, undersell them in their 
own city, and still make a good profit. Hoping to learn 
some trade secrets, they visited the competing factory in 
New York State. 

The youngish general manager escorted them through 
the plant. He had been born on a sidehill farm, five miles 
from the smokestack. He had worked at the bench sum- 
mers during his high-school days, as well as the next 
four summers to pay his way through the lowest cost 
engineering school he could locate. 

It was a hot, sultry day. He was in his shirt sleeves, 
collar open, lead pencil behind his ear. He looked cool. 
The visiting Germans were dressed for a directors’ 
meeting of the gay nineties— striped trousers, Homburg 
hats, gray coats. One of them carried a gold-headed 
cane. Two had nosepinch glasses with wide black rib- 
bons dangling from them. The fourth, who spoke the 
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best English, was an engineer; he was the youngest of 
the visitors, and seemed to be the brains of the party of 
stuffed shirts. 

The delegation created quite a stir in the plant. Old- 
timers still talk about this circus parade through the 
works. Pete, the general manager, in his shirt sleeves and 
friendly as always, led the parade. 

The delegation did not discover any trade secrets. 
The secret that gave them tough competition was right 
in front of them the moment they met Pete, but they 
could not see it. 

That evening, after a homc-cooked dinner at Pete’s 
house, the delegation was asked if there were any 
marked differences between the American and German 
plants.. The man with the cane and the dueling scars, 
and the others with tlie beribboned 'glasses, were at a 
loss. They were thinking about the machines and proc- 
esses, which were quite similar to those in their own 
plants. 

But the young man in the business suit said, “In our 
country it would not be allowed for all the workers to 
say, ‘Hello, Pete,’ when they saw the manager.” 

That was the vital difference, but they did not get its 
importance. 

Pete’s attitude and entire manner helped each of the 
workers keep his self-esteem. He did not undermine 
their loyalty by belittling them in dress or speech. 

It is easy to belittle the work done by people in the 
so-called menial jobs. 

Before I was old enough to go to school I used to 
spend every possible moment admiring the man I 
thought was the most important person in the world. 
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He was big, broad-chested, and walked with swaggering 
steps. In my eyes, no one could have been more impor- 
tant than he, as he dashed through our small Indiana 
town driving the team of Percherons that pulled our fire 
engine. 

The firehouse was beside an undertaker’s establish- 
ment that frightened me. But I would forget my terror 
of the caskets and watch Mr. Wilkerson by the hour as 
he polished brass or curried the horses as nonchalantly 
as he would have played with harmless kittens. 

At school, in a few years, I came to the conclusion 
that the president of the United States had the most im- 
portant job in the world. 

Then, only recently, I learned about an unknown 
worker whose story revealed just what really is the most 
important job in this world. This is the story of a Welsh 
boy with the unusual name of Llewellyn Llewellyn 
Jones. 

His brain tissues had been injured when he was bom, 
and this injury kept him from having control of his 
muscles. He was a spastic, bright enough in learning, but 
unable to coordinate his movements. He moved in an 
uncertain and floppy fashion, made several starts before 
he ended where he started for. His intenuittent move- 
ments made him the butt of boys’ jokes and they called 
him Jerky. 

Jerky watched while other boys played. He was not 
of much use at home, although he did deliver washing 
that his mother and sister did for the bachelor miners— 
his father had been suffocated in a cave-in. 

As the other boys became strong enough— it was not 
a question of old enough— they left school and went to 
work in the colliery. They felt important then and 
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swaggered as they told Jerky about their work 1,800 
feet below the surface. 

One day Jerky went to the mine. 

“When I took Robert Roberts’s washing to him last 
night,” Jerky said to the boss, “he told me you needed 
a water boy. I could take the water around to them just 
the way I take their washing.” 

The next morning Jerky, as the new water boy, was 
loaded into a mine car and lowered into the shaft. He 
spilled much of the water as he jerked this way and that, 
but it did not matter for there were always a few inches 
of water on the mine floor anyway. 

Many tunnels were no longer being worked, and he 
explored these, looking for short cuts. He soon knew 
how to get around to all three hundred miners more 
quickly than any other water boy. 

“Jerky knows this mine just like a rat,” one miner 
would say. 

“Yes, a water rat,” another would add, and everybody 
would laugh. 

Ten years later Jerky was full grown and still water 
boy— the humblest job in the colliery, never before held 
by a grown man, but everybody understood. 

Then one afternoon some frightened miners scam- 
pered to the surface. As they emerged from the shaft, 
breathless, the boss said: “Boys, I felt it in the floor of 
the shack. Where is it?” 

“The props gave way in the Davids’ working,” they 
said, “and the whole north end is sagging. How can we 
get to the Davids boys now?” 

“Come on,” the boss said, “Jerky will know. He can 
lead us!” 
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And Jerky, the water rat, was the leader as the rescue 
party crawled through a labyrinth of forgotten passage- 
ways. Booming, cracking noises echoed as they followed 
Jerky through the damp maze. In the excitement of 
leading the rescue, they said, his usual floppy jerking dis- 
appeared. He walked so straight that it seemed like a 
miracle. And never once did he let go of his bucket and 
battered dipper— badges of the k)west work in the mine. 

After they got old man Davids and his three boys to 
the surface, someone missed Jerky. Several days later, 
when the ventilation had been restored, they located 
him, in one of the abandoned passages. The bucket was 
beside him, the battered dipper in his hand. 

WTen the new water boy was hired he was given a 
bright new dipper. The battered dipper finally came 
into the possession of my English friend. He keeps it to 
remind himself that the importance of one’s job does not 
depend upon the pay or the title, that every job is im- 
portant if it is done well. 

In the emergency, Jerky became the most important 
man in the mine. 

One personnel man wanted to encourage the young 
people in his plant who imagined that their jobs were 
unimportant. He arranged exhibits to show the impor- 
tance of each separate process and the way it fitted into 
the whole. This increased the workers’ self-esteem. 

It’s how well the job is done that makes it important. 
Some apparent leaders do not have so important a job, 
on this basis, as the woman who scrubs their office floors 
spotless and shining. 

Think just once before belittling an occupation. 
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In doing some research on General Francis Spinner, 
who got Abraham Lincoln to authorize the employment 
of women in government offices, I got acquainted with 
many colorful old characters in the Mohawk Valley. 
There was Terence. 

Terence was proud to have been the third generation 
of his family to work on the disbanded Erie Canal. His 
grandfather had come from Ireland to help De Witt 
Clinton dig the canal. His father had been a lock tender 
and so was Terence until the canal closed down. 

As I became acquainted with him I learned many in- 
spiring tales about life along the old canal. His favorite 
story, for reasons I discovered later, was about the lad 
on the pig boat. 

“Them pig boats had a horrible stench,” Terence 
would say, giving a good imitation of, the stench by a 
few quick puffs on his decayed pipe. “With a west 
wind, we could smell a pig boat afore she pulled into 
Rome. 

“I noticed the lad that spring. He didn’t belong on no 
pig boat— too decent lookin’. He sort of acted like a 
whipped dog. 

“ ‘Terry,’ I says to myself, ‘that boy has run away 
from his folks.’ 

“Well, I let their boat through the locks several tifnes 
that season. The lad was keepin’ the boat in fine shape, 
anyway as fine as a pig boat with a no-good, whisky- 
soaked cap’n can be kept. He seemed to love the pull 
horses, too.” 

Here Terence always developed pipe trouble and had 
to tinker with it. He did this just to let the story sink in. 

“Well,” he would resume, “the pig boat hove in from 
the east late one afternoon, just afore winter freeze-up. 
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It’d been a nasty, cold, rainy day, and the rain was 
changing to sleet. The Cap’n was staggerin’ around the 
slippery deck, but I didn’t see the lad who usually tossed 
the lines. 

“When the boat was raised to the high side of the 
lock, the Cap’n beckoned to me. 

“ ‘The young’un’s in there,’ he said. ‘I’ll leave him 
here with you. He’s no good to me now— slipped and 
busted his laig a few miles back.’ 

“I went in to see the lad. He was pretty white, but 
there was no blubberin’. 

“ ‘So you stove in one of your timbers,’ I says to him. 
‘Lucky it happened here. Old man Sweet is one of the 
best natural bonesetters in the country, and we’ll get 
him fust thing in the mornin’. Ellen’ll take good care of 
you. It’ll sort of rake her mind off’n losin’ our fustbom 
this spring.’ 

“All the time I was quietly figuring the Cap’n was 
glad to drop the lad off, to get outen payin’ what he 
owed him. So I asked the lad how much pay he had 
cornin’. 

“ ‘I’ll send it to him after I get some money at Lyons.’ 
the skinflint Cap’n said. 

“But I knowed he was a dead beat and I says, ‘No, 
sir, you pay the lad now or leave one of your horses.’ 

“He grumbled, but I stood three inches taller than 
him, so he reached into his boot and paid the boy. That 
was the last I seen of the old buckaroo. I heard the next 
spring that he got done in in a fight in Buffalo. 

“Well, mister, that boy worked wonders for Ellen. 
She had been pinin’ after our own boy that hadn’t lived 
out his first year. Doc Sweet got his leg set fine and 
Ellen took care of the boy like he was her own. He 
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stayed on with us ail winter, gettin’ down a pile of wood 
big enough to last us a couple of years. 

“He was a good churchgoin’ lad. He got so he didn’t 
look so worried, but I didn’t ask any questions of him.” 

Again Terence would putter with his pipe. That was 
my signal to ask, “Didn’t you ever find out about him?” 

“Don’t rush me now. It was when we was eatin’ our 
dinner in the clearing one noon. He was stretched on a 
log beside the fire. He was quiet and dreamy-lookin’. 

“ ‘You’re pretty good with an ax,’ I said to him. 
‘You must’ve used one quite a bit at home.’ 

“ ‘I grew up with an ax in Vermont,’ he said, afore he 
thought. ‘My old man is the best axman around Poult- 
ney. He always said I wasn’t much good with an ax, 
not strong or sure enough like he was.’ 

“That whipped-dog look came back on his face, but 
I saw he wanted to talk at last. Just as I knowed all the 
time, he had run away. And do you know what for? 
’Cause his old man could do things better than the boy, 
and he rubbed it into the lad! Yes, sir, the boy lost faith 
in himself because the old man took all the glory and 
made fun of the lad. 

“You know, I think it’s a venial sin a lot of us com- 
mit, tryin’ to outshine the other fellow. I decided (then 
and there the lad was goin’ to outshine me in ’bout 
everything. At night I’d say to Ellen, ‘Can’t tell if it’s 
the rheumatics again, or just that Nathan’— that was his 
real name— ‘makes me work too hard tryin’ to keep up 
with him.’ Then we’d all laugh.” 

“It certainly does take the starch out of people when 
others deflate their ego,” I’d say, “but what finally hap- 
pened to Nathan?” 
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Tesence would reply, letting me outshine him: “I 
don’t know them Latin words, but Nathan, he finally 
wrote his mother and when spring come he took the 
first barge through to Troy to visit her. He used to 
write us and when he got married he visited us on his 
wedding trip. 

“We had a nice visit with him then, an’ I told him 
he’d be happiest with his wife if he let her outshine him. 
An’ he looked at me, concemedlike, an’ said, ‘Terry, 
you old rascal, is that what you discovered when we 
were around that fire in the woods?’ 

“ ‘No, Nate,’ I says, ‘I found that out from lots of 
other folks. Everyone who’s unhappy or discouraged 
has been whittled down by someone. An’ folks is whit- 
tled down mighty easy. Watch it with that colleen 
bawn of yours.’ 

“Some years later, Nate owned a big sawmill, I guess 
the biggest in Vennont. He came down one day in an 
automobile, the first around here. He took us up to Ver- 
mont for a visit with him. Ellen was so nervous about 
tidin’ in it that she went to church first. 

“Soon after I got crippled Nate heard about it and 
dropped in one day for a visit. Mighty fine man he is— 
wouldn’t whittle nobody down.” 

Terence’s eyes always dimmed at this point, and he 
pretended to have pipe trouble. I knew why he had to 
choke back the tears. Nate had been sending Terence a 
comfortable pension for years. 

Good old Terence— may his soul rest in peace— was 
laid to rest just before his eighty-fifth birthday, beside 
Ellen and his firstborn. Nathan saw that there was an 
elegant bronze casket and memorial masses. Terence was 



WILLIAM M. JEFFERS helps run the railroad Abraham Lincoln had 
built to link our eastern and western empires. A determined Irishman, 
Jeffers started to work with the Union Pacific Railroad as a call boy, 
when he was fourteen. His father was a section hand. In 1937 the son 
became president of the railroad. He knows “the men who eat in the 
kitchen,” and his close touch with his thousands of employees has pro- 
duced amazing records for safety, new ideas from the ranks-cven new 
business secured by section laborers. His office door is always open, he 
answers the telephone himself, and you can often find him talking with 
laborers in a construction camp. This motto in his office was a reprimand, 
given him by an old-timer; 

Never get so busy that you hmnH time to thmk.^-WiiiiAM M. Ieffers’ 

MOTTO. 



® Bachrach 

GEORGE H. BUCHER generates harmony in 101,000 employees. He 
tried to land his first job by mail, but was turned down. He kept at it 
for three months until they hired him— to wind coils at eighteen cents 
an hour. He still has that dogged tenacity. At the age of forty-nine he 
became president of the company that first turned him down, the West- 
inghouse Electric & Manufacturing Co. He keeps acquainted with his 
men by stopping to talk with them at their machines. 

In business 'm^i^st have patience to bear with the things that are not 
pleasdnt; perseverance to keep everlastingly at it to attain the goal we 
have stt jor ourselves; and confidence that we shall get there some day.-- 
George R Bucher. 
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the last of his earthly line, but he left behind his philoso- 
phy of building folks up instead of whittling them 
down. 

Recently a group of us were sitting around a hearth, 
watching the glowing embers. An aviation engineer was 
correcting and amplifying an incident his nervous wife 
was telling. 

“That is the general idea,” he said, “but you missed 
the most important details. It was like this . . 

Whittling! 

Later I told about Terence, and the engineer said, 
“The shanty Irishman was right, and I have always let 
my wife outshine me, haven’t I, dear?” 

How often we are whittlers without realizing it! 

A college senior who was an amateur golf star had his 
pick of sales jobs. He had many natural attributes for 
sales success, and the firm thought his golf fame would 
add to his value. 

However, he made the serious mistake of playing golf 
with his customers and, of course, played circles around 
them. The customers admired his skill, but were always 
whittled down because the salesman excelled them., 

The firm’s worst golfer was their best salesman. The 
customers would trim him without trying, feel set up, 
and buy to keep him from feeling badly. 

I told about this, and about Terence, to a group of 
sales managers one evening. Afterward, one of them said 
that his firm had given up hiring men who stood at the 
top of their classes or had a lot of education. They were 
too apt to outshine the customers without realizing it. 



104 


TO CULTIVATE LOYALTY 


They had one chap— for a while— who even corrected 
his customers’ English. 

Another sales manager told about the great record of 
one of their salesmen who stammered. The man took a 
couple months off to attend a clinic to cure his defect. 
His speech was improved, but his sales went down be- 
cause he now outshone many of his customers in talking. 

A retired Quaker schoolmaster in Philadelphia told 
me of his father’s working philosophy for cultivating 
people and winning their loyalty: “Always leave others 
thinking well of themselves.” 

/ 

It was a cotton planter in the rich Mississippi delta 
who told me of a useful antidote when others try to 
whittle us down— and someone always seems to be try- 
ing to. 

“I just think,” he drawled in his rich, soft voice, “that 
folks who whittle at me are only trying to reduce me to 
their own true size.” 

Remember, whittlers are likely to let the knife slip 
and cut themselves. 

Always help people increase their self-esteem. 

Belittling is a good thing, however, if we direct it ar 
ourselves when we feel an impulse to act important. 


Increase others'' self-esteem to cultivate loyalty. 



10 

Jmgle praise to secure best efforts 


M y grandfather was a smart trader. As a small boy 
I was always fascinated by his deep pocketful of 
silver dollars. I used to wait for those times when he 
jingled the coins. That usually happened when he made 
a farmer an offer for livestock. If the farmer seemed to 
hesitate, grandfather would jingle those coins gently in 
his pocket, and the jingle of good money seemed to have 
a magical effect on the farmers. 

There is another jingle that sounds even prettier to 
human ears. It is the jingle of praise, tirandfather knew 
how to use that, too. So should everybody who has to 
deal with people. 

It did wonders for a stage-struck cowboy. He was 
doing a rope act in vaudeville and finally landed on the 
program at the Amsterdam Roof Garden, which Zieg- 
feld ran for the after-theater crowds. 

The cowboy sat alone in his small dressing room. His 
New York debut was a bust. He ran heavy fingers 
through his uncombed hair and stopped chewing his 
gum. His act was not going over. Well, he mused, Zieg- 
feld avill be sending you back to the cerw country. He 
wiped beads of clammy perspiration from his brow. 

“Hello, cowpuncher!” There was an angular-faced 
man in the doorway. “Mind if I stop in a while before 
the next show?” 

It was the talent scout. Going to let me dovm easy, 
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the cowboy thought, but he didn’t know that the scout’s 
job was to develop talent as well as uncover it. 

The Westerner talked airily in an effort to conceal 
his anxiety. To his surprise, the scout did not complain 
about his act. Instead, he said it was one of the best rope 
acts he had seen. The cowboy was feeling better already. 

“You almost make that snaky bit of rope talk,’’ the 
scout said. 

“Aw, shucks, I was just raised with a rope, that’s all.” 
In his astonishment at this praise, the cowhand fumbled 
for something to talk about. The morning paper was on 
his dressing table. 

He pointed to the headline and made a pithy remark 
about it. The talent scout chuckled at the homey wis- 
dom. The cow boy continued his remarks, making pun- 
gent comments abput other happenings of the day. 

Man! This is great, the talent scout thought. Fmter- 
taining, and he is getting at the kernel of the situation 
better than most editorial writers. T his is so7nething new. 
Wonder how the roof-garden audience would like to 
hear it? 

“Listen,” the scout said hurriedly, “can you talk like 
that while you work your rope?” 

“Shucks, I’ve always amused myself thinkin’ like 
that, and talkin’ is about as easy as playin’ with the rope.” 

“Good! Your act goes on in a few minutes. This time, 
talk all you can, just the way you have been talking to 
me. Talk about the news your audience has been read- 
ing, about everyday happenings. Take your time about 
it— they’ll love it!” 

“Aw, shucks, I ain’t no orator, I . . .” 

“Boy, you’re a cowboy philosopher. Now go on up 
with your rope and talk to thetnr 
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There was a fanfare by the orchestra, and the after- 
theater diners turned around. Just another cowboy act, 
so they resumed their chatter. 

But, listen, this fellow is saying something. They 
listened and chuckled. They listened more and laughed 
out loud. Then they applauded some of his comments. 

From a corner of the room the talent scout waved ap- 
proving praise. To think that only two hours before 
Ziegfeld had told him to fire the rope act. Now it was 
the hit of the show! Those friendly words of praise to 
the distraught performer had uncovered a latent talent 
of which no one had dreamed. 

A few words of praise turned the trick. 

They were echoed in the chuckles of millions of 
people for years afterward. Remember Will Rogers, and 
pass the best ammunition for developing people, pass the 
praise along. 

When Bette Davis made her debut on Broadway, her 
relatives flocked from far and wide for the momentous 
occasion. After the successful performance her father 
came beaming to the actress. 

“I enjoyed the play tremendously,” he said. He praised 
each performer, even the most obscure, but he never 
mentioned his daughter’s success in her role. She waited 
for a word of approbation from him, but none came. 
That night she cried herself to sleep. 

Some people are tight-lipped with their words of con- 
siderate praise because they feel that only the world’s 
best deserve it. They neglect the opportunities that are 
always at hand. They praise the epic poem but overlook 
the thousands of little couplets. They praise the famous 
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surgeon but overlook the woman who scrubbed the 
surgery floor spotless. They praise the fellow at the head 
of his class, neglecting the many accomplishments of the 
others. 

Praise for little things counts as much in stimulating 
one to do his happy best as does acclaim for the topmost 
accomplishments. 

Forget looking for big things to praise; look for some 
little ones. 

What should we praise people about? About any- 
thing we happen to notice. Has he tied his necktie with 
an especially smooth knot (it’s a hard job)? Then tell 
him it’s a good job. Do you think her eyes an unusual 
blue? Tell her, even if she’s a perfect stranger, and she 
will walk on air for hours. 

Does he keep his bench well organized? Tell him, al- 
though he may not be the best worker in the shop; giv- 
ing him praise for a neat bench will help him become a 
better worker. 

Is his handwriting particularly clear? Tell him, al- 
though his sales record may be poor. 

Hard to find things to praise people about, you say? 
You’re blind— or a conceited jackass! The next person 
you talk to, look for something you can praise and 
praise it quickly and naturally. You’ll be amazed at the 
results. 

Praise counts most when it comes from the boss or 
from a close relative. 

And, as the devil would make it, those are the very 
people who are most likely to neglect it. 

The president of one of the country’s largest advertis- 
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ing agencies has the devil’s attitude about praise. Asso- 
ciates say he must have ice water in his veins. One of 
their biggest customers had written a glowing letter of 
appreciation for an unusual service. The personnel man- 
ager wanted to call this praise to the attention of the 
employees. 

“No,” the president said frankly. “The perfect doing 
of either the usual or the unusual should be taken for 
granted by our organization. We cannot tolerate less, 
and we should not praise them for what is normally ex- 
pected.” 

It is easy to understand why he has to pay the highest 
salaries in the industry to keep employees and why his 
most ruthless competition comes from former employees 
who have set up business for themselves. 

• 

Often the praise that reshapes lives or gives the push 
for better achievement has to come— if at all— from a 
stranger. 

One rainy evening I was in a restaurant in Chicago’s 
Chinatown, dining with some people I wanted to impress 
favorably. We were scarcely seated when an unusually 
attractive, beautifully dressed woman of about thirty- 
five appeared at our table. 

“Do you remember me. Dr. Laird?” she asked.’ 

You could have bought me for a dime. In a strange 
place, with people I wanted to impress, and here I was 
approached by a vision in a Paris outfit who knew me. 
At first I thought I was the victim of a practical joke. 
Then I wondered if it were a blackmail scheme. I 
scarcely knew what to say, but that is seldom a handicap 
with women. If you just wait, they will do the talking. 
This woman did. 
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“Don’t you remember?” she continued. “It was four- 
teen years ago.” 

That only made it worse for me, for I had been in 
Chicago all summer fourteen years previously, but I let 
her do the talking. 

“You used to come out to the X Company.” I felt 
better, for I had made several visits to that scientific sup- 
ply house. 

“I was Mr. Smith’s secretary,” she continued. “One 
day you had to wait while he was in the darkroom. 
While you were waiting you asked how I liked using the 
new noiseless typewriter, and then you asked if I was 
the person who was preparing the greatly improved 
mimeographed circulars the company used. I was.” 

Now she was sitting in a chair someone had provided. 
I was still too flaltbcrgasted to think of that courtesy. 
She leaned toward me as she talked eagerly. 

“That was my first job. I didn’t want to be some- 
body’s stenographer. I wanted to write advertising, but 
I had to take a job. Mr. Smith did not like the way I 
wrote those mimeographed circulars, and I was discour- 
aged. But you came in— a total stranger— and praised 
them. It meant so much to me. 

“That very evening I finally got up enough courage 
to talk the neighborhood restaurant into letting me do 
some direct-mail advertising for them in return for my 
meals. Later I talked the laundryman into the same ar- 
rangement. Your praise meant so much, you see. 

“Soon I was able to devote all my time to my own 
little direct-mail advertising business. It grew, and I have 
partners now. We are all over at that table, celebrating 
a big contract we signed today in Milwaukee. 
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“When I saw you come in, I suddenly realized what 
had given me the first break.” 

I should have been elated to think that my casual con- 
versation with a stranger fourteen years before had had 
such profound results. In fact, however, my evening was 
ruined. I even had no appetite for the Chinese food, 
about which I am usually enthusiastic. 

How many times, many, many of them there had 
been, when, in casual contacts, I had said nothing to 
give people encouragement to do their best! Those were 
the things that kept passing in my mind and spoiled my 
appetite. 

That chance meeting in Chinatown was more embar- 
rassing than it seemed at first. It made me think of my 
shortcomings. 

Remember the magic power of praise— praise for little 
things— even in your casual contacts with people you 
may never sec again. 

Don’t imagine you are too big to notice- and praise- 
little things in little people. 

Most people are uncertain of themselves. They treas- 
ure the reassurance that they are doing well. 

I like to tell factory executives to give their workers 
a raise every week. When I say this they usually glance 
at each other as though I were a bit touched in the head. 
That is because they have their minds on the jingle of 
silver and are overlooking the best pay in the world, 
the jingle of praise. 

They think a raise has a dollar sign in front of it, like 
this: $ raise. 

The raise that counts more in making the worker cer- 
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tain of himself, that keeps him interested, has a letter p 
in front of it, like this: Praise. 

Life should have been a bed of roses for Walter, He 
had more than enough money. He was deeply in love 
with his devoted wife. He had done Europe after being 
graduated from college with honors. 

Now he was securely established in a job that he en- 
joyed and that would lead him places. His cordial hospi- 
tality and skill as an amateur musician made him popu- 
lar, and so did his pleasing ways and comfortable good 
looks. 

But Walter was unhappy. He had a dread of each 
coming day, of new acquaintances. He was never quite 
sure of himself; he always felt that he was doing the 
wrong thing or tliat other people were more capable. 

Had he failed at something that would justify this 
gnawing feeling? No. Everything he had attempted had 
been singularly successful. 

So goes the story with most people who are faint- 
hearted because they lack the steam to exert their best 
efforts. They can find no reason why they should lack 
confidence to go ahead, but there is a reason. 

Walter’s father was innocently responsible for 
Walter’s faintheartedness. He was a brilliant surgeon. 
Bom a poor farm boy, he had worked his way through 
college and to the top of his profession. Recognition, 
honors, money, all flowed in, but did not bhnd him. At 
heart he remained a frugal farm boy, striving to better 
his lot in life. 

He wanted his children to amount to something. He 
did not want his wealth to make them soft or lazy. He 
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tried to “stimulate” them to do their best by frank 
criticism. 

For example, Walter came home from kindergarten 
one day with a drawing he had made of a cow. His 
mother praised it, and when his father came home, 
Walter eagerly led him to view this masterpiece of 
crayon art. 

“Humph!” said his father. “Cows are not green. And 
this one has two legs too many; it looks more like a 
centipede.” 

Walter’s childhood and youth were filled with similar 
opportunities for praise that his father didn’t give, and 
this judging of childhood things by adult standards in- 
sidiously robbed Walter of his self-confidence. 

Walter’s father thought he was helping the boy. The 
honest comment was supposed to stimulate him to work 
for greater accomplishment. Instead, it made Walter 
feel incompetent, and he could not, as an adult, shake 
this feeling, especially since his employers and others 
never gave him a reassuring word of praise. 

The best way to stimulate is to say something encour- 
aging or say nothing. 

Some years ago I visited a charming home where the 
mother knew the facts about praise and censure. XKere 
were four small children. The youngest was just learn- 
ing to feed himself. Four spoonfuls would fall on his 
bib; the fifth would get into his mouth, at least most 
of it. 

Ruth did not appear to notice the misses, but when 
the fifth hit its mark, she gave the little fellow warm 
praise for being such a big boy. He was judged by 
standards suitable for his age. 
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At noon the older boy brought home a report card 
that would have discouraged most mothers, but not wise 
Ruth. She saw one “Excellent” (in health) and praised 
that to the skies. 

The daughter rushed in, proud of an apron she had 
just finished in homemaking class. The seams were puck- 
ered and irregular, but the mother waxed enthusiastic 
about the bright colors and splendid design. 

Eight years later Ruth was left a widow with scant 
financial resources. Then her rule of saying something 
encouraging, or nothing, saved her little family. 

Stunned at first, the children soon began to work for 
the future with assurance, unhampered by the lurking 
dread of criticism or fear of failure. The older children 
got themselves through college, and the younger ones 
are on the way through. 

And Ruth herself? She picked up her education where 
she had left off years before when she married and is 
now practicing medicine. 

A courageous family, people say. Yes, the courage 
born of praise in the home. 

The easy way is to censure, the strong way is to 
overlook . . . and praise. 

Do you feel that public eating places normally give 
poor service? If so, you may have an attitude of criticiz- 
ing rather than of praising. During the year 1 have to eat 
a good many meals away from home and I have discov- 
ered that I can have extra special service— even larger 
portions— by an attitude of praise. 

For instance, I always manage to find something com- 
plimentary to say about the first thing I taste, and I ask 
the waiter, or waitress, to tell the chef how well 1 liked 
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it. I don’t wait until the meal is all over and then pass 
along the praise. Since I am a Scotchman, and a “good 
eater,” I pass the praise right at the start. The rest of 
the meal is always served with a little more personal at- 
tention by both waiter and cook and the dishes are filled 
generously. 

At a small hotel in Georgia, where I stayed several 
days, the widow who ran it said to me: “Have you 
mesmerized Beulah, our colored cook? This evening she 
prepared two special batches of hot biscuits just for 
you. If you stay here much longer, it will cost me 
money!” 

I had not seen Beulah but I did know I was having 
marvelous meals. The only mesmerization I used was 
praise for the food and I always asked the waitress to 
tell the cook. It made Beulah forgot the “miseries” 
pleased the proprietress, even though she pretended she 
was losing money, and expanded my waistline. 

Try jingling praise about the cooking at your home, 
too. It will help your digestion. 

If you don’t use praise in handling people, you are 
not leading them. You may have methods for keeping 
them working hard, grudgingly, but you are not lead- 
ing them. 

If you don’t praise those with whom you work, you 
are working twice as hard yourself and getting less co- 
operation and ability from them. 

Even though you are using praise insincerely, you are 
still a better leader than you would be without it. 

Praise does not need to be insincere, however. It does 
not need to be lavish, either; a touch of praise does a lot. 

Most people tell me they have to force themselves to 
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start giving praise to others. They crave it but they are 
slow to bestow it. Once they start it, however, their use 
of it grows as they find the path smoothed by the real 
help it gives in human relations. Here are some reports, 
for instance, from one factory, as written by the men 
themselves: 

“Operation 63 is monotonous. We had a large turn- 
over of employees, which cost us plenty. Our present 
crew has stayed longer than others since I have made it 
a practice to drop by each week and make a little favor- 
able comment about something I see them doing.” 

“My stenographer is no longer behind in her work 
since I complimented her on some of it. I was going to 
ask for another girl for part time, but that is not needed 
now. Yesterday she took some spots off my hat with her 
type cleaner.” 

“I was surprised to find how praise works even on the 
low-level jobs. Lowest rated job in my department is 
sorting scrap. I said to the scrap sorter, ‘You’ve got sharp 
eyes for that sorting.’ His work has improved since 
then.” 

“I got the service deliveryman to separate work on 
the last day of the week, a detail he usually forgot, by 
simply telling him that outside of that he was about the 
best deliveryman yet.” 

“An operator helped me on a difficult job some time 
ago. Later I told him how much it had helped. Recently 
he offered to do a similar job that he saw us starting, 
without being asked.” 

“The operator on a tough job was having a bad day 
with his setups. I stopped by and commented about how 
well it had been going with him before this trouble. It 
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is the first time he has got through this difficulty with- 
out getting mad and spoiling a lot of material.” 

“I am fairly new here and was getting discouraged. 
After your conference my boss went out of his way 
to tell me how much two people with whom I had had 
dealings were impressed with the amount of information 
1 had picked up in the short time I had been with the 
company. Although I knew what made him tell me 
this, it still meant a lot to me and helped me out of my 
discouragement.” 

“One of my men whistled most of the time, and it got 
on my nerves. 1 had been trying to screw up enough 
courage to call him down for this. After the conference 
I tried a different strategy. The next morning I told him 
he was the best whistler I had ever heard. That is all I 
said, but I am sure he doesn’t whistle as much; maybe 
he was doing it just to try to get my goat.” 

What happens to people when they are given praise 
that they know full well they do not deserve? Listen to 
the story about an interesting old watch owned by a 
lovely Quaker lady near Philadelphia. It was a key- 
wound watch but had never been wound. Its hands 
pointed to twelve minutes past eight. 

A few years after the War between the States, young 
Stephen was jogging northward through the Pennsyl- 
vania mountains. He was on his way to his bride at a 
Friend’s Mission among the Indians in New York State. 

“See, Blackie,” he said when he dismounted to give 
his horse a rest, “away through the haze in the gap, 
there is Maude, your new mistress.” 

Back in the saddle, Stephen talked to a crow flying 
overhead. He waved to a squirrel that was watching 



118 TO SECURE BEST EFFORTS 

him. He tipped his black hat to a mountain oriole that 
whistled for him. 

When they came to a roadside .spring, he stopped and 
removed Blackic’s saddle for a long noontime rest. He 
opened one of the saddlebags and, for the hundredth 
time, reread letters from Maude. He took out a stout 
leather pouch and patted it. The savings of his frugal 
years as a bookbinder were inside. With them he would 
start his own little business in Quaker Bridge. 

As he was returning the wallet to the saddlebag, a 
crow’s call startled him. Stephen hastily opened his 
waistcoat and stuck the savings securely next to his 
chest. Then he resaddled and was on his way. He 
wanted to reach Piney Forks before dark. A family of 
Friends lived there. 

They were slowly climbing the valley east of Hick’s 
Ford when he heard the caw of a crow. Looking to- 
ward it, he saw thunderheads on the western sky. 
Shadows of the clouds galloped down the mountainside 
and across the valley. He urged his horse ahead. 

Soon everything was in shadow. There were a few 
drops of rain and the noisy cawing of disturbed crows 
as they fought for shelter. 

Then the rain came in torrents. Stephen patted 
Blackie reassuringly and scanned the dim roadside for 
shelter. A gust of wind brought the odor of wood smoke. 
Ahead was a rough mountain cabin. 

As Stephen dismounted, the horse whinnied. The 
cabin door opened. 

“Hello, there! ” a deep voice called. There was a huge 
man at the door, a rifle in his arms. 

“We hoped to get to Piney Forks,” Stephen ex- 



BENJAMIN S. KATZ keeps the world on time. He cameito the Land of 
Opportunity from Austria, at the age of eight. He sold newspapers on 
the sidewalks of New York-and at twelve whipped a larger boy to get 
a more lucrative territory as telegraph delivery boy. He has always 
tackled jobs where the odds were against him-and come out on top. 
At forty-four he became president of the Gruen Watch Co., antfin three 
years had skyrocketed their sales and cleaned up a tremendous debt He 
never thinks of failuTe, only of success. 

One of the most important factors in executive success is gming mid 
holding the complete confidence of employ ees--especially executives with 
whom he comes in close contact-md the industry in which he is en- 
gdigei.-BENjAMiN S. Katz. 




'5':' "■•"^‘jf;’ 


WILLIAM A. PATTERSON runs the nation’s oldest air line. He was 
born in Honolulu and went to work at fifteen as an office boy in San 
Francisco. For thirteen years he attended night school classes. He had his 
first airplane ride when he was twenty and when he was thirty-five be- 
came president of United Air Lines. He is known as an outstanding per- 
sonnel executive and tries to know each of his approximately 6,000 em- 
ployees as well as he knew the people in his company when they num- 
bered only 300. 

* 

Nobody cm do a good job unless he is interested in his mrk mth m 
mterest transcending finmckl gaiK.-WiLLiAM A. Patterson. 




TO SECURE BEST EFFORTS 119 

plained, “but the storm caught us. Could we stay here 
tonight? I have the money to pay.” 

And he touched his waistcoat pocket to show where 
his money was. 

“Well, that’s different,” the rough man said. “An’ 
you must be one of them Quaker folks. Don’t see many 
getups like yourn around here.” And he laughed loudly. 

They were almost through supper when there was a 
sound of crunching gravel outside. The pock-faced host 
went outside. Stephen could hear him whispering to a 
man. 

“Somebody wanted to know the way,” he said when 
he came back in. 

Stephen and Mac sat in front of the fire. Stephen told 
of his plans— his waiting bride, his savings, how he 
planned to have his own business at laat. In the flickering 
light he saw long scars on Mac’s face. 

Again there were iootsteps outside. As Mac opened 
the door Stephen got a brief view of three women in a 
vagrant lightning flash. Mac shut the door and went out- 
side to talk to the women. Stephen thought it strange 
that Mac did not ask women in out of the storm. As he 
listened, he was startled to hear men’s voices from these 
feminine visitors. , 

The Molly Maguires, that’s who they were! The gang 
of mountain cutthroats who masqueraded as women. 

Talkative fool! He was in the home of one of their 
leaders and had told him about his savings. 

Stephen hastily surveyed the room for a place to hide 
his savings. Across his whirling mind there flashed 
stories of Indian massacres, in which the lives of 
Quakers had been miraculously spared. He relaxed. 
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Stephen had reached a decision. He looked at his watch. 
It was twelve minutes past eight. 

“More folks get lost up here,” Mac said as he came in. 
He kicked the coals back into the fire with his rough 
boot. “Reckon its gettin’ bedtime.” 

“Yes,” Stephen replied. “I want to get an early start 
in the morning.” 

Mac turned to him at this remark, with narrowed 
eyes. 

“I wouldn’t sleep well in a strange place, with all my 
money,” Stephen continued. “I’m glad I found your 
cabin. You make me feel safe. I could tell you were an 
honest man the moment I saw you.” 

Mac kicked the coals, ill at ease. 

“Please, Mac,” Stephen went on as he passed the 
pouch of his savings to the cutthroat, “will you keep this 
for me? I trust your 

Mac stood by the fire for a long time after Stephen 
went to bed. He had never been trusted before. Then 
he went outside. 

“We’ll have some sassafras tea soon. Remember you 
wanted to get agoin’ early.” Mac’s ugly face was smiling 
down in the gray dawn. 

“You’re sure lucky you stayed here,” Mac continued. 
“There’s your pouch on the table.” 

As Stephen was strapping on the saddlebags, Mac said, 
“Here is something for your bride,” 

At Quaker Bridge, after the Meeting at which they 
were married, Maude unwrapped the small package. A 
Pittsburgh jeweler’s name was on the box; inside was the 
key-wind gold watch. 

They never wound the watch. Their youngest 
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daughter, a lovely old lady of eighty who showed me 
the watch, often ponders over its strange message. 

At First-day Meetings she is sometimes moved to 
hobble to her feet and retell the story. She always ends 
with the observation that “To bring out the best in 
people, we must let them know we expect good from 
them.” 

(Eleven Molly Maguires were hanged in 1877 for 
murder.) 

The leader must be generous in his praise of others. 

He gets credit by giving it to others. 

]mgle praise to secure best efforts. 



John Reason, Scotch factory engineer in Toledo, 
Ohio, wrote the following verse after reading the first 
printing of tliis book: 

He never spoke or knew our name 
As he rushed by in search of fame. 

He had no rules as we could see 
To care a bit for you or me. 

He always had a big complaint 
When face to face with sinner or saint. 

He never cared how much we tried, 

A chanct for us was soon denied. 

He bargained for some expert who 

Knew a darn sight less than me and you. 

He spoiled our pride and then our work, 

From top mechanic to humble clerk. 

His reward was loads and loads of trash, 

And when his bubble went to smash 

He let out with a fiendish cry 
And blamed it all on you and I. 



11 

Knov} your people to getierate harmony 


O ld John started the factory, in central New York 
State, shortly before the Spanish-American War. 
He had been a blacksmith but made a few useful devices 
for the near-by farmers during the dull times between 
horseshoeing jobs. 

Old John had good ideas, and his devices became pop- 
ular. One farmer told another, and soon John had a 
business on his hands. He hired a few young fellows to 
help and then still more. Manufacturing *was forced upon 
him. 

His men worked long hours. The shop was hot in 
summer, cold in winter, dirty and smoky the year 
round. The pay was very small and the work was hard. 

But the men liked to work for Old John or, rather, 
to work with him. For John was right in the middle of 
things. He got as dirty and as tired as the rest of them. 
He did the same work and sat around the forge for Jialf 
an hour at noon to eat a cold lunch from his tin box 
with the other workers. 

They called each other by their first names and knew 
all about one another’s families and hobbies. It was “one 
big family.” Every man who worked with Old John 
would lick the daylights out of anyone who criticized 
the proprietor of the firm. 

How changed the firm is today! In normal times they 
employ about six hundred men. The plant is well venti- 
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lated, uniformly heated. Some departments are com- 
pletely air-conditioned. There is a clean, inexpensive 
cafeteria, a well-equipped recreation room. Pay is high, 
vacations are good, and the work is not hard. The em- 
ployees today live better than Old John did. 

Old John’s only son— Young John— is responsible for 
these better conditions. Young John is a topnotch man- 
ager, a real businessman, while his father was a real 
mechanic. 

The men see little of Young John for he is in the 
office most of the time. The men work an eight-hour 
day; Young John works ten or twelve hours most days. 

Everyone who is near Young John in the office 
thinks he is a great fellow, and the two men who do the 
hard work on his farm swear by him. They talk their 
troubles over with him, and he tells them some of his. 

When Young John goes through the plant, however, 
the workmen make threatening gestures with rasps or 
wrenches behind his back, to the amusement of all. 

Most of the men in the shop enjoy ugly rumors about 
Young John, stories about his daughter’s operation, his 
readheaded stenographer. 

Why do the men in the shop feel so cruelly toward 
him, while the men of a generation ago loved his father? 
The handful who know Young John and whom he 
knows stand up for him. The others seem to hate him. 

It is because Young John does not know his people, 
and he is paying the price. 

People crave to be noticed, to be known, especially 
by the boss. 

They feel like fifth wheels, like worms, like Forgot- 
ten Men, when the boss does not know them. Yet as 
establishments grow it is impossible for the big boss to 
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know everyone. The result is a constant struggle by 
sublieutenants to keep harmony in the organization. 

In large firms it is an uphill struggle to keep a har- 
monious feeling, for nothing takes the place of being 
acquainted with the boss and knowing the boss is ac- 
quainted with you. 

An electric-appliance manufacturing company, em- 
ploying thousands of workers, once set up special facili- 
ties for experimenting with various working conditions. 
Their experiments went to pot, for they showed noth- 
ing about noise, ventilation, color, and the other things 
the firm wanted to study. 

What happened was that as soon as a group of oper- 
ators was separated from the rest in the small experi- 
mental rooms, their supervisors became^well acquainted 
with them in a few days. Even when the experimental 
working conditions were obviously inefficient, the girls 
worked their heads off, for they were no longer work- 
ing for a company or a boss, they were working for 
someone they knew. 

An icebox company got a suggestion from that expe- 
rience. They cautiously gave each of their foremen an 
assistant, to give the foremen more time to get ac- 
quainted with the workers. After one month they mAde 
this a permanent policy. The feeling within the shop, 
and production itself, had improved so much that the 
extra expense was more than justified. 

It is a common observation that morale goes down 
when a shop is enlarged and workers doubled or tripled. 
This is to be expected, because the paper work also in- 
creases and the foremen and supervisors no longer have 
a chance to get acquainted with the workers. 
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Small departments have the best morale, for then the 
worker and bosses know each other better— it is just hu- 
man nature. 

And the boss must never forget that the morale of his 
people depends more upon how well he knows them 
than it does upon the money the company puts into im- 
proving working and recreational facilities. 

Workers do not make menacing gestures with rasps 
and wrenches behind the back of a boss they know, un- 
less the boss deserves the gesture. 

Leonora has the most georgeous naturally blonde hair 
I have ever seen, yet, if I showed you her picture, you 
would call her homely, for cameras do lie. 

The camera would show that one eye is noticeably 
smaller than the other and would not show the twinkle 
and the eagerness with which they watch a person who 
is talking. Leonora’s eyes are pretty, not peculiar as the 
camera misrepresents them. 

The picture would show a mouth with thick, protrud- 
ing lips but would not reveal the perpetual smile that 
makes them seem pretty, nor the tinkle, like a distant 
sleigh-bell, when she laughs easily at your attempts at 
humor. 

Leonora is really beautiful, when you know her, al- 
though her pictures look like a caricature. The tough 
breaks she has had in life have, fortunately, not kept her 
from acting beautiful. Her mother died while Leonora 
was a freshman in high school. Two years later her 
father was taken to the county hospital for lung dis- 
eases. Leonora was on her own. 

She had real ability for artwork, but had to give up 
plans to study it in high school. She took typewriting 
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and shorthand instead. After finishing high school she 
left her home town and went to Philadelphia. She 
worked in an office during the day and attended art 
classes at night. 

She liked the office work, loved her art course, and 
hated the world more each day. 

“Talk about the Lost Battalion,” she told us later. “I 
was in one. I knew how the Forgotten Man felt. 

“On the bus mornings I saw familiar faces, but no 
one said ‘Hello’ to me, no one knew who I was. 

“In the office elevator there were more familiar face.s, 
and once in a blue moon someone would say, ‘Good 
morning.’ 

“And at the office my name was seldom used; nobody 
seemed to know me. 

“I felt like a cog in a machine— just a number on the 
time clock. 

“At art classes, however, some of the instructors actu- 
ally knew my name. One fatherly old teacher remem- 
bered some of my first efforts, and one evening he joked 
about them. I had actually been noticed! I nearly cried 
with joy. It made me feel like a new person— until next 
morning, when I was again unnoticed. 

“How I longed for my Ohio town, where people 
knew me! t 

“Tell me, do you think I am abnormal or something?” 

No, Leonora, perfectly natural. Everyone has a hid- 
den hunger for attention, to be spoken to, to have his 
name used, 

I spent a week end in a well-to-do home recently. 
The charming four-year-old daughter was so young and 
unsophisticated that she did not try to hide this hunger. 
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She demanded attention, and I was glad to give it to her. 

Her mother thought the child was being naughty and 
sent her upstairs— for getting the notice the mother her- 
self wanted but wouldn’t admit wanting. 

I dislike to admit it but men seem to fail more often 
than women to give attention to others. 

“Why take pains with my husband’s meals,” wives 
complain, “when he wolfs his food without even show- 
ing that he knows what he’s eating!” Notice the things 
they make and don’t hesitate to say they are good. 

“I could go to a dance in my nightgown, and my 
husband would never notice the difFerence,” another 
woman complained. Notice what they are wearing and 
tell them what you like about it. 

At the shop or office notice little things about their 
clothes or their work— and mention what you notice. 

Recently I was talking with some three hundred fore- 
men in an airplane plant. They had not had much ex- 
perience as bosses. I asked how many, during that day, 
had talked on business to a subordinate and did not know 
the name of the man to whom they were talking. 

Ninety per cent of the men held up a hand. They had 
whistled to their employee or said “You there.” They 
might as well have called the man a profane name! 

These foremen had a difficult job getting to know 
their people, to be sure. Most of the workers were new, 
and each foreman had too many to supervise. That was 
not the foremen’s fault, but it was their fault that they 
made no effort to learn the names of the new men. We 
got them to promise to learn the names of five of their 
men each day and to talk with these five men, calling 
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them by their names, in a brief conversation about gen- 
eralities. 

Some of the men thus addressed went home after- 
ward and told their wives what a swell boss they had, 
how wonderful the company was. Each man was a bet- 
ter worker, and harmony improved from this little 
thing. It is not so little, however, when we realize how 
deeply everyone craves to be noticed as an individual, 
especially by the boss. 

Old John knew his men; Young John doesn’t. The 
bosses all down the line have to be as much of an Old 
John as they possibly can. 

Old John knew more than the men’s names: 

He knew where they lived. 

He knew whether they were married and about their 
children, if they had any. 

He knew about their hobbies or recreations. 

He knew their birthdays. 

He knew their troubles. 

Old John knew those things without trying. The 
community was small and the business tiny. Today the 
leader has to make some effort to learn those things, 
often in the first two-minute interview. He must; talk 
with his people from time to time about those common- 
place things that show that the boss knows them as in- 
dividuals, not as production machines. 

Old John knew his men without being “palsy- walsy.” 
He was all business and ruthlessly underpaid his men 
for their long hours of work, but they thought he was a 
great boss because each remained an individual in the 
boss’s eyes and conversation. 
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What do you think is the most vital statistical infor- 
mation the president of a company should look over the 
first thing in the morning? 

The president of one of the most harmonious firms in 
the country came up through the ranks. He was with the 
firm from the time it was a two-by-four plant to its 
present big size. 

He has one assistant who does nothing but keep him 
informed about the vital statistics of the workers. The 
topmost report on his desk each morning tells about 
births, sickness, engagements, and other vital personal 
information about their force. He makes a phone call, 
drops a note, or stops to talk with the person concerned 
before the day is over. 

Fie knows what the personal touch means between a 
leader and his people. 

His firm’s record also shows what it means to the 
people. 

The old tailor who started what became a big business 
in Ohio knew that the rapid growth of his shop would 
leave many of the workers unnoticed and resentful 
people, so he made special efforts to know each worker 
personally, even when there were more than a thousand 
on the pay roll. 

At the close of the day he stood at the door and said 
good night to each employee, mentioning his name. 
When he became too aged to do this himself, he saw to 
it that some senior officer of the company was always 
on hand to let his people know they were not forgotten 
men and women. 

Do you wonder that, when the depression years of 
the thirties closed down similar shops, Mr. Richmond’s 
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was humming? The cutters, stitchers, everyone, hustled 
around evenings and sold the firm’s clothing to their 
friends! 

Would they have done that for a boss who was a 
stranger to them, who did not know them? 

Know your people to generate harmony. 
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Leading— or driving? 


I t was a foundry president who said farm boys made 
the best leaders. It does seem that in proportion to 
their opportunities, there has been an unusual percentage 
of farm boys who have made good as leaders. 

The foundryman could not exactly explain his prefer- 
ence. He said that farm life made a boy more self-reliant 
and that the hard life of a farm made the boys more 
ambitious to better their lot. And, of course, farm boys 
are used to a long day of hard work. 

There may be more behind it than that, however. 
Haven’t you noticed that people who are good at han- 
dling animals are also good at handling people? Perhaps 
the fact that animals cannot talk helps. There was my 
Uncle Jack, for instance. He and my grandfather were 
stock drovers in the Middle West. 

As I worked with them I learned a great deal about 
handling people, though I did not realize this until years 
later. I helped drive livestock to the railroad to be 
shipped to market or to pasturage to be fattened. 

There were flocks of bleating sheep to herd along the 
dusty highway. Nervous and flighty creatures they were, 
so we took them along back roads to avoid trafl!ic that 
would send them scurrying or into a huddle of fright. 
We would take them miles out of our way to avoid 
things that might upset them. 

As a barefoot boy, I scouted ahead of the flock to 
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make friends with dogs, which I kept entertained and 
out of sight until the sheep had passed. No nervous, jit- 
tery human was ever protected more carefully from 
unpleasant realities than those timid sheep. They were 
the prima donnas of the livestock world, the tempera- 
mental specialists, the flighty customers, the old-maid 
stockholders in prototype. 

Sometimes there would be a drove of grunting pigs, 
as obstinate as a stubborn engineer. I still feel that the 
worst that can be said of a person is that he is pigheaded. 

But I was taught to get them to go where we wanted 
them to by appealing to their natural weakness and thus 
not touching off their obstinacy. Their weakness was 
yellow com. A small nubbin of corn tossed ahead of the 
drove, into the shade, was a hundred times better than 
trying to push or guide them. 

I really didn’t understand the dangers of pushing an 
obstinate pig until one turned on me when I gave him 
an impatient push. I quickly learned that stubbornness 
was not improved by pushing. Jack came to my rescue 
with a piece of corn. 

The real fun for a small boy was driving a herd of 
steers. Any of them could have trampled me over with- 
out effort, yet they were tolerant of boyish noisiness. 
Had I yelled at the sheep, they would have frozen in a 
panic and lost pounds of weight. As for the hogs, a yell 
would send the omery critters scattering in all direc- 
tions. But the steers— I could shout to my heart’s content 
at them. 

Some would turn and look with a puzzled air and 
then go pretty much where they wanted to. We couldn’t 
drive or coax the steers; they had too much life and 
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might high-tail it over the landscape. We just sort of fol- 
lowed them along, easing a bit this way and that. 

I thought of the steers later when I had a boss who 
thought the louder he shouted the better leader he was. 
He was a regular bull-of-the-woods, and how he en- 
joyed shouting at the hands. The hands were like the 
steers; they would have a puzzled expression of toler- 
ance and keep right on as they had been doing. 

It was at the stockyards near the freight station that 
I learned most about handling living things. It was an 
exciting place with a raucous blending of bleats, squeals, 
grunts, and lowing. It also reminded me of an oil re- 
finery M^hen the wind was right. 

The animals were herded into small pens, like crowded 
refugees. The crowded conditions usually brought out 
the worst in their animal natures. There were fighting 
hogs to be separated, frightened sheep to be soothed, 
and sometimes a high-spirited steer to dislodge from 
the wooden fence. 

Getting a load of stock to climb the narrow runway 
into the railroad car was always exciting and uncertain. 
They did not like to climb the incline— it was about 
like having to report to the boss’s office. Some of the 
drovers used long pointed poles to prod the stock on 
their way up the incline. Others would get into the 
jammed runway themselves and kick and push with their 
high-heeled boots. 

Jack could get a car loaded in jig time and with the 
least loss of animal weight. He had always had a way 
with animals, from his own thoroughbred horses to the 
mangy stray dogs he adopted. When he was loading a 
car he would get into the runway with the pigs and 
start scratching them. Pigs take to scratching just as 
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humans take to flattery or a widow to lovemaking— you 
can’t overdo it. 

As Jack walked slowly up the incline, the pigs would 
follow along for more scratching. All the while Jack 
would be talking to them as if they were human friends. 
As the other porkers followed into the car, he would 
stand beside the door and scratch each as it filed past, 
just for good measure and to show no impartiality— and 
also, I think, because he liked to scratch them. 

Jack did not drive or prod them into the car. They 
followed him, and it takes real leadership to handle a 
critter as stubborn, or as dumb, as a pig, regardless of 
how many legs he has. Granddad always used to say that 
when Jack loaded a car they sent 2 per cent more weight 
to market. 

My most unforgettable experience at the stockyards 
came one Saturday in the spring of 1907. Heavy rains 
made the mud almost knee-deep. A farmer, strong as an 
ox and locally famous for his Saturday-night drunken 
fights, brought in a load of hogs. They were fat ones, 
better for lard than for bacon. It had been a heavy pull 
over the soggy spring roads, and his horses were lathered 
with sweat when they pulled the load to the scales. 

Uncle Jack looked at the horses, not at the scale 
beam. “Lew,” he said, his steel-blue eyes narrowing, 
“you’ve been driving that team too hard, and they’re 
one of the best pair of horses in the township.” 

I don’t remember what Lew said, but I noticed Jack’s 
words. He said them in the same tone he used when I 
tried to drive obstinate pigS rather than lead them. 

After the load was weighed. Lew climbed back to the 
driver’s seat and filled his mouth with scrap tobacco. He 
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settled back in the seat, slapped the reins on the horses’ 
backs, and said, “Giddap, you lazy varmints!” 

The horses lunged into their frothy collars, much as 
the sheep jumped when I yelled at them. Jack came out 
of the scale house and stood with his hands on his hips, 
high leather boots ankle-deep in the mud. 

The wagon started with a jerk that made the pigs 
slip and squeal in a tangled heap. As soon as the wagon 
was clear of the scales, it began to slow down and sink 
into the mud. The wagon stopped, mud halfway up to 
the hubs. 

The horses lunged frantically, without teamwork, to 
budge the load. Lew yelled at them. Then he reached 
under the seat and brought out a heavy blacksnake whip 
such as some people use on tough-skinned mules. 

He raised the whip over his head and struck one of 
the horses with a resounding crack. As he raised it over 
his head again, to strike the other horse. Jack jumped 
on the wagon and grabbed the whip. He threw it into 
the mud. 

“Get off that seat,” Jack ordered. “Those horses have 
enough to pull without your heavy carcass riding 
along! ” 

Lew sputtered something but remembered he had not 
yet been paid, so said nothing. But he was slow and de- 
liberate about getting off the wagon. He wiped some to- 
bacco juice from his mouth, with the back of his hand, 
and wiped his hand on his shirt. 

Jack laid the reins loose on the seat. He stroked the 
quivering shoulders of each horse, patted their noses, 
and talked to them while he waited for me to bring some 
winter apples from the scale house. 

The horses pricked up their ears when they saw him 
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break an apple in half, expending in the exertion some of 
the wrath he felt toward their owner. 

“Here, Lew,” Jack said as he tossed an apple to him. 
“Frank Garvin brought these in this morning.” 

But Lew made no effort to catch it, and his apple dis- 
appeared into the mud behind him. He shifted his cud 
of tobacco and glared at Jack. Even a pig would have 
scampered for that apple. 

Each horse eagerly ate his half apple. The younger 
one, with a white star on its forehead, playfully nibbled 
at Jack’s sleeve, asking for more. Jack gave him the rest 
of his own apple. By now the horses had stopped 
quivering. 

Jack reached for the reins, patted the flank of each 
horse. “Well, boys,” he said, “let’s see what we can do.” 

He tightened the reins slightly, and the younger horse 
nodded its head and rubbed its nose against the other’s 
cheek. 

“Don,” Jack said to me, “lay hold of the spokes on 
the other front wheel and help them out.” He had the 
reins in one hand and was pulling on one front wheel 
himself. 

“Giddap, boys!” he called to the team in a pleasant, 
firm voice. 

That giddap did something to me, too. It was so 
friendly and reassuring. I tugged on the front wheel with 
all my boyish strength, and my red rubber boots sunk 
into the mud. 

That giddap did something to the horses, too. It was 
the same voice that had just given them the apple and 
talked to them. They stretched into their collars and 
pulled. This time they did not lunge; they pulled to- 
gether, as a team. All four of us pulled as a team. No- 
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body rode on the driver’s seat. Nobody yelled. Nobody 
cracked a whip. 

The heavy wagon stirred, and the wheels made beau- 
tiful smacking sounds as they loosened from the mud. 
We were off! Leadership, not driving, did it! 

I have never seen Lew since that day, nor have I cared 
to see him, but I have seen many people who used Lew’s 
methods. 

I have also had the treat of knowing some who showed 
the real leadership that comes, not from being in the 
driver’s seat, but from leading. They always have full 
assistance on the other wheel and in the collars. They 
always get cooperation, not lunging. 

And they are usually in the top offices, while the 
Lew’s are still in the shop. 


Lead— don't boss. 



Leading and Bossing 


Harry Selfridgc was a Michigan farm boy. He started 
at the bottom with Marshall Field in Chicago. In ten 
years he was Field’s partner. Later he opened his own 
store in London and revolutionized English store meth- 
ods. As H. Gordon Selfridge, he gave his staff in Lon- 
don this list of contrasts between bosses and leaders. 


The Boss 

Drives his men. 

Counts on authority. 

Keeps them guessing, fear- 
ful. 

Talks about “I.” 

Says “get here on time.” 

Finds blame for break- 
downs. 

Knows how it is done. 
Makes work a drudgery. 
Says, “Go!” 


The Leader 

Coaches his men. 

Gets their good will. 

Arouses their enthusiasm. 
Makes it “We.” 

Gets there ahead of time. 

Fixes the breakdown. 
Shows how it is done.' 
Makes work a game. 

Says, “Let’s go!” 
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Eleven Rules 

for 

Leadership 

by DR. DONALD A. LAIRD 

1. ASK QUESTIONS. 

2. BE BRIEF. 

3. CONFIDENT BEARING. 

4. DIRECTNESS. 

5. EARNESTNESS. 

6. FRIENDLINESS. 

7. GOOD-FINDING. 

8. HARNESS CRITICISM. 

9. INCREASE others’ SELF-ESTEEM. 

10. JINGLE PRAISE. 

1 1 . KNOW YOUR PEOPLE. 


These key rules can be easily remembered, 
since they are arranged alphabetically from 
A to K. 







